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PKEFACE. 

In teaching vocal music in his school, the Compiler of 
this work has for a long time felt the want of a selection 
of moral and religious songs, adapted to the tastes and 
circumstances of his pupils ; — and, as exercises in sing- 
ing have now become veiy general in our seminaries of 
learning, it is believed that other teachers have felt the 
need of a similar work. 

The Compiler is not aware that any collection of sa- 

I 

cred songs has hitherto been made with special reference 
to the wants in question ; and the design of the present 
volume is to meet the deficiency. 

It is hoped that it may prove acceptable to those teach- 
ers who have introduced vocal music into their course 
of instruction, and, also, that it may have a tendency to 
promote the interest now so generally taken in thi9 
most desirable and refining branch of education. 

Nbwburtport, January, 1842. 



ADVEBTISEMENT TO THE SECOND EDITION. 

In preparing a new edition of this work, the metres of 
the hymns have been carefully designated, in order that 
they may be readily adapted to appropriate music ; and 
some brief explanatory notes and references haye been 
inserted. It is hoped that these additions; together with 
seyeral beautiful hymns which haye been introduced 
near the close, will enhance the value of the book, 
and render it worthy of a still greater share of public 
patronage. 

Nbwbuktport, September, 1849. 
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1 Father ! Thy Paternal CBxe^J^ A^V/^< 



Tune — See Kingslexfs 8, Choir, vol l,p, 84. 

1 Father ! Thy paternal care 

Has my guardian been and guide ; 
Every hallowed wish and sprayer 

Has Thy hand of love supplied ; 
Thine is every thought of bliss, 

Left by hours and days gone by ; 
Every hope thine offspring is, 

Beaming from futurity. 

2 Every sun of splendid ray ; 

Every moon that shines serene ; 
' Every morn that welcomes day ; 

Every evening's twilight scene ; 
Every hour which wisdom brings ; 

Every incense of Thy shrine ; 
These — and all life's holiest things. 

And its fairest, — all are Thine. 

3. And for all, my hymn shall rise 
Daily to Thy gracious throne ; 
Thither let my asking eyes 

Turn unwearied — Righteous One ! 
Through life's strange vicissitude, 

There reposing all my care, 
Trusting still, through ill and good. 
Fixed and cheered and counselled there. 

Dr. John Bowring. ^ 
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Hjrmnfor the -Opening of SchooLj^jg'T^i^^ 

[7s.] TuKE— " Edyjieldy "^T. ^£ 

1 Suppliant, lo ! Thy children benoj^^/^^^ ^^ ^ 

Father, for Thy blessing now ; J^, ,y r /i^L /7t7 

Thou canst teach us, guide, defend ; , / ^ <ty 

We are weak, Almighty Thou. .t-^V/^ i \f^^^fpL\ 

2 With the peace Thy word imparts, . , / 

Be the taught and teachers blest ; 
In our lives and in our hearts. 
Father, be Thy laws impressed. 

3 Pour into each longing mind, 

Light and pardon from above ; 
Charity for all our kind, — 
Trusting faith, and holy love. 

Gret. 



1 



Morning Hjrnm. Cjy ^^ 3f M|?./ir 

While nature welcomes in the oay^'- f ^ r /<\t7C 



'^1 



My heart its earliest vows would pay, 
To Him whose care hath kindly kept, 
My life from danger while I slept 

2 His genial rays the sun renews ; 

How bright the scene vt^ilh glittering dew's ! 
The blushing flowers more beauteous bloom, 
And breathe more rich their sweet perfume. 

3 So may the Sun of righteousness 
With kindliest beams my bosom bless, 
Warm into life each heavenly seed. 
To bud and bear some generous deed. 
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4 Oh may each day my heart improve, 
Increase my faith, my hope, my love ; 
And thus its shades around me close, 
More wise and holy than I rose. 

Prof. Frisbie.* 



Song of Prais^^ ^r^l^^K 



[C. M.] Tune — "ienoa?." 

1 Ye tribes of Adam join, 

With heaven and earth and seas, 
And offer notes divine, 
To your Creator's praise. 
Ye holy throng 
Of angels bright. 
In worlds of light, 
Begin the song. 

2 The shining worlds above. 

In glorious order stand. 
Or in swift courses move. 
By His supreme command. 
, He spake the word. 
And all their frame 
From nothing cauie. 
To praise the Lord. 

3 Virgins and youtlis, engage, 

To sound His praise divine, 
While infancy and age 
Their feebler voices join. 



* This accomplished scliolar was born afc Ipswich, Mass. in 1784. 
He was appointed to the chair of Moral Philosophy at Cambridge , 
in 1817, and died in 1821. 
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Wide as He reigns, 
His name be sung 
By every tongue, 

In endless strains. Dr. Watts. * 



5 Silver Lake. 

[L. M.] AiE — " Silver Lake,*' 

K Fide Nafon'8 " Vocal Class Book," p. 78. 

1 On thy fair bosom, silver lake ! 

The wild swan spreads his snowy sail, 
And round his breast the ripples break. 
As down he bears before the gale. 

2 On thy fair bosom, waveless stream ! 

The dipping paddle echoes far, 
And flashes in the moonlight gleam. 
And bright reflects the polar star. 

3 The waves along thy pebbly shore. 

As blows the north wind, heave their foam, 
And curl around the dashing oar, 
As late the boatman hies him home. 

4 How sweet, at set of sun, to view 

Thy golden mirror, spreading wide. 
And see the mist of mantling blue 
Float round the distant mountain's side. 

5 On thy fair bosom, silver lake ! 

O ! I could ever sweep the oar, 

When early birds at morning wake, 

And evening tells us toil is o'er. 

Dr. James 6. Percital. 

*Dr. Isaac Watts, the greatest lyric poet of his age, was bom kt 
Soathampton in 1674, and died at Newington in 1748. His " Psalms 
■and Hymns " have had a more eztensiye circulation than any other 
work, excepting the Bible, in the English language. 




3E me Liord i ye neavens adory nim ; ^ '* ly 
lise Him, angels in the height ^j^jj^^^^^^^m yt^'^A^ 
md moon, rejoice before Him; '^ i'^- ^ ^^ 
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6 Praise the Loii^/^J yr^/^^ 

[88 & 78.] Tune— ;*^ 

1 Praise the Lord ! ye heavens a( 

Praise 

Sun and , .^j , ... ^ 

Praise Him, all ye stars of light ! ' v ' 

2 Praise the Lord, for He hath spoken ; 

Worlds His mighty voice obeyed ; 
Laws which never can be broken, 
For their guidance He bath made. 

3 Praise the Lord, for He is glorious ; 

Never shall His promise fail ; 
God hath made His saints victorious. 
Sin and death shall not prevail. 

4 Praise the God of our salvation, 

Hosts on high His power proclaim ; 
Heaven and earth, and all creation. 
Praise and magnify his name ! 

DuBLii? Coll. 

Song of the Jewish Captives. ^^^' >^^«/! 




[lOs.] Tune — "ife^ 

1 Along the banks where Babel's curre 

Our captive bands in deep despondence strayed, 
While Zion's fall in sad remembrance rose, 
Her friends, her children, mingled with the 
dead. 

2 The tuneless harp, that once with joy we strung. 

When praise employed and mirth inspired the 
lay, 
In mournful silence, on the willows hung, 
And growing grief prolonged the tedious day. 

* Vide, Ps. Qjxxvn, 



. 3 Our hard oppreaeorB, t 

With taunting smiles a song of Zion claim ; 
Bid sBcred praise in strains melodious flow, 
While they blaspheme the great Jehovah'e 

4 But how, in heathen chains, and liinds unknown, 

Shall Israel's .-ons a song of Zion raise ? 
O hapless Salem, God's terrestrial ihrone, '< 

Thou land of glory, sacred mount of praise. ' 

5 If e'er my memory lose thy lovely name. 

If my cold heart neglect my kimlrcd race, 
Let dire destruction seize this guilty frame: 

My hand shall perish, and my voice shall cease. 
J. Barlow. 

8 Universal Praisec;^ f » /£^>tf 

^ [C. p. M,] TvsE — ".}feribnh."J'" Ariil.'" , 

1 Beoin, my soul, the exalted lay, %i4«? ft ^IjfiO 
Let each enraptured thought '>^Wy~A^ /■ /^^ ^ ■ 

And praise the Almighty's n<anirr9ff% ^^ fo't^S 
Lo ! heaven and earth, and seas and skies, ^ 7t /JdJy 
In one melodious concert rise, C^-^ImS f^ii/. A 

To swell the inspiring theme. -^ Z"*^^ / tii%6i 

2 Thou heaven of heavens. Ilia vast abode. 
Ye clouds, proclaim your Maker God ; 

Ye thunders, speak [lis power: 
Lo ! on the lightning's fiery wing 
In triumph walks the eternal King: 

The astonished worlds adore. 

3 Ye deeps, with roaring billows rise, 
Tojoin the ihundera of the skies, 

Praise Him, who bids you roll : — 
His praise in softor notes declare, 
EiBch wliispering breeze of yielding air, 
And breathe it to the soul. 
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4 Wake, all ye soaring throngs and sing ; 
Ye feathered warblers of the spring, 

Harmonious anthems raise 
To Him who shaped your finer mould. 
Who tipped your glittering wings with gold, 

And tuned your voice to praise. 

5 Let man, by nobler passions swayed, 
Let man, in God's own image made. 

His breath in praise employ ; 
Spread wide his Maker's name around, 
Till heaven shall echo back the sound. 

In songs of holy joy. 

Ogilvie. 

9 The Lord is my Shepherd. O^/^/a^/tf^ 



[lis.] Tune — ". Portuguese 

Vide also ** Nason's Vocal Class Book 



■.^j^m*. 



1 The Lord is my shepherd, no want shall I know ; 

I feed in green pastures, safe folded I rest ; 
He leadeth my soul where the still waters flow ; 
Restores me when wandering, redeems when 
oppressed. 

2 Through the valley and shadow of death though I 

stray. 
Since Thou art my guardian, no evil I fear; 
Thy rod shall defend me, Thy staff be my stay ; 
No harm can befall with my comforter near. 

3 In the midst of affliction my table is spread ; 

With blessings unmeasured my cup runneth o'er. 
With perfume and oil Thou annointest my head ; 
O what shall I ask of Thy Providence more ^ 
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4 Let goodnesd and mercy, my bountiful God, 
Still follow my steps till I meet thee above ; 
I seek, by the path which my forefathers trod 
Through the land of their sojourn, Thy kingdom 
of love. James Montgomery.* 

10 The Vicissitudes of Providenceo^^^^ 

/ [CM.] Tune — " Owcn^ry." ''Bowards,*ly. ^ 

1 The gifts indulgent heaven bestows, ^j^^TIil/^^ 

Are variously conveyed ; &i^44^//^ 

The human mind, like nature, knows^ ^ ,j/^. 

Alternate light and shade. Xi Jt^^^i^ lez / 

2 While changing aspect all things wbw,j^*^ 

Can we expect to find r^irJi jS' 

Unclouded sunshine all the yeBT^/j^ w . 
Or constant peace of mind ? c^^U/^IJ 

3 More gayly smiles the blooming spring. 

When wintry storms are o'er ; ^Jt /y '^ ; 
Retreating sorrow thus may bring ^'^f - ' / ' 
Delight unknown before. \ ' >!^^, 

4 Then mortal ! send thy fears away, j'^ f -, 

Nor sink in gloomy care ; -c^ ^ ^ J>t^ / ^ 
Though clouds overspread the ^0^ne fKoayj ^ 
To-morrow may be fair, c^.^,^.^ If .V ' 

Mrs^'^nne Steele, t 

*Jame6 Montgomery was bom at Irvine, £ng-,in 1771. As a 
composer of sacred lyrics, he is to be ranked mtix Addison, Watts, 
Ueber, etc. He now resides at Sheffield, £ng. 

t This lady was the daughter of a clergyman of Broughton, In 
Hampshire, £ng. Her first volume of poems was published in 1760, 
under the name of Theodosia. Her writings were collected after 
her decease and published in three vols, in 1780. Her epitaph con- 
sists of the following lines : — 

** Silent the lyre, and dumb the tuneful tongue, 
That sung on earth her great Redeemer's praise ; 

But now in heaven, she joins the angelic throng, 
In more harmonious, more exalted lays." 
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11 Oh Blest Art Thou,G^ Jl ^l^^-f^,, 

/? [L. M.] TuNK — «i2fo.' 

{\ Oh ! blest art thou, whose steps may ro) 

Through the green paths of vale and gfeV^J -^ 

Or, leaving all their charms below, ^L^^ijtk'^y^j 
Climb the wild mountain's airy brow^r^^*^ ^/si^^ 

2 For man can show thee nought so fair, / 

As Nature's varied marvels there ;^ /' -^ 
And if thy pure and artless breast 
Can feel their grandeur, thou art blest ! 



«/, 



<ri 



For thee the stream in beauty flows, 
For thee the gale of summer blows. 
And, in deep glen and wood- walk free. 
Voices of joy still breathe for thee. 

[4 But happier far, if then, thy soul 
,^x^ Can soar to Him who made the whole ; 
^^^ If to thine eye the simplest flower 



Portray his bounty and his power. 



irau! 



JUf heaven and earth, with beauty Traught, 
Lead to his throne thy raptured thought ; 
If there thou knowest his love to read. 
Then, wanderer, thou art blest indeed. 

Mrs. F. Hemans. 



12 



The Voice of Creation. (^e^<^^^0'^ 



every galet<^/J^/flij;^ 
nmg flower, / 



[L. M.] TuNE—"^eHc>n.'» 

1 There seeme a voice in 

A tongue in every opening 
Which tells, O Lord ! the wondrous tale 

Of Thy indulgence, love, and power ; 
The birds that rise on quivering wing. 

Appear to hymn their Maker's praise. 
And all the mingling sounds of Spring, 

To Thee a generS peean raise. 



^, 
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2 And shall my voice, great God, alone 
Be mute midst nature's loud acclaim ? 
Nor let ray heart with answering tone 

Breathe forth in praise Thy holy name ? 
And nature's debt is small to mine; 

Thou badst her being bounded be, 
But — matchless proof of love divine — 
Thou gav'st immortal life to me. 

Mrs. Amelia Opie.* 

13 Pleasant Words. 

[C. M.] Air— " Mij Early Days^f " Woodstop^y' 

1 A little word in kindness sopke, ^ a^ 

A motion or a tear, J^i^^^^^ "^ /i/S^ 
Has often healed the hea^ that 's broke, 
And made a friend sincere. 

2 A word — a look — has crush'd to earth, 

Full many a budding flower, 
Which had a smile but owned its birth, 
Would bless life's darkest hour. 

3 Then deem it not an idle thing, 

A pleasant word to speak ; 
The face you wear, the thoughts you bring, 
A heart may heal or break. 

Portland Tribune. 

14 Smnmer Evening. 

[P. M.] Air— "5ar^ of (he Wind.'' 

1 How fine has the day been, how bright was the 
sun. 
How lovely and joyful the course that he run, 

* This elegant writer was bom at Norwich, England, in 1771. 
Her maiden name was Amelia Alderson. The productions of her 
pen are very numerous, but her treatises on '* Detraction " and on 
"Ikying" are the most generally known. 

t Vidt the " Odeon » p. 71. 



SACRED SONGS. 15 



Though he rose in a mist when his race he begun, 
And there followed some droppings of rain ! 

But now the fair Traveller 's come to the west, 

His rays are all gold, and his beauties are best ; 

He paints the sky gay as he sinks to his rest, 
And foietells a bright rising again. 

2 Just such is the Christian : his course he begins 
Like the sun in a mist, when he mourns for his 

sins 
And melts into tears; then he breaks out and 
shines, 
And travels his heavenly way ; * 
But, when he comes nearer to finish his race, 
Like a fine setting sun, he looks richer in grace. 
And gives a sure hope at the end of his days, 
Of rising in brighter array. 

Dr. Watts. 



15 Our Destiny. C^^^ / 

'' ^'' [CM.] IxsTH^^^^ Naomi:' nk^mt.^ 

1 Sweet Day, so cool, so calm^so bright ; 

Bridal of earth and sky ! 
The dews shall weep thy fall to-night ; 
For thou, alas ! must die. 

2 Sweet Rose, in air whose odors wave, 

And color charms the eye ! 
Thy root is ever in its grave. 
And thou, alas ! must die. 

3 Sweet Spring, of days and roses made. 

Whose charms for beauty vie ! 
Thy days depart, thy roses fade. 
Thou too, alas ! must die. 




• Yidt Peoy. it. 18. 
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4 Be wise then, mortal, while you may, 
For swiftly time is flying ; 
The thoughtless man that laughs to-day, 
To-morrow will be dying. 

Altered from Geo. Herbert. 



16 Watchmaii! What of the Night? * . 

t ifi Tune — " Watchman tell us of the NighV^ 

1 Watchman ! tell us of the night, 

What its signs of promise are, — 
Traveller ! o'er yon mountain's height, 

See that glory-beaming star ! 
Watchman ! does its beauteous ray 

Aught of hope or joy foretell ? 
Traveller ! yes ; it brings the day — 

Promised day of Israel. 

2 Watchman ! tell us of the night, 
»• Higher yet that star ascends, — 
Traveller ! blessedness and light. 

Peace and truth its course portends ! — 
Watchman ! will its beams alone 

Gild the spot that gave them birth ? 
Traveller ! ages are its own, . 

See, it bursts o'er all the earth. 

3 Watchman! tell us of the niffht. 

For the morning seems to dawn, — 
Traveller ! darkness takes its flight. 

Doubt and terror are withdrawn. 
Watchman ! let thy wanderings cease ; 

Hie thee to thy quiet home, — 
Traveller ! lo ! the Prince of Peace, 

Lo ! the Son of God is come ! 

Dr. John Bowrino. 



# Vide ISAUH zzi. XL 
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17 Temperance Kjnm. 

12s & lis.] Air—" The Old Oaken Bucket:' 



/? 



1 How dear to my heart are the scenes of my child- 

hood, 
When fond recollection presents to my view, 
The orchard, the meadow, the deep-tangled wild- 
wood. 
And every loved spot which my infancy knew;. 
*. The wide-spreading pond, and the mill which stood 
near it : 
The bridge and the^rock where the cataract 
fell. 
The cot of my father, the dairy-house nigh it. 

And e^ the rude bucket that hung in the 
. * well — % 

The old oaken bucket — the iron bound bucket — 
The moss covered bucket that hung in the well. 

2 That moss covered bucket I hail as n treasure ; 

For often at noon when return'd from the field, 
I found it the source of an exquisite pleasure. 

The purest and sweetest that nature could yield. 
How ardent I siezed it with hands that were glow- 
ing, 

And quick to the white-pebbled bottom it fell. 
And soon with the emblem of truth overflowing. 

And dripping with coolness, it rose from the well, 
The old oaken bucket — the iron-bound bucket. 
The moss-cover'd bucket arose from the welL 

3 How sweet from the green mossy brim to re- 

ceive it. 
As poisM on the curb, it inclined to my lips. 
Not a full-blushing goblet could tempt me to 
leave it, 
Tho' fiird with the nectar that Jupiter sips. 
And now far remov'd from the lov'd situation, 
1* 
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The tear of regret will intrusively swell, 
As fancy revisits my father's plantation. 

And sighs for the bucket that hung in the well. 
The old oaken bucket — the iron-bound bucket — 
The moss-cover'd bucket, which hangs in his 
well. 

S. WOODWORTH. 




18 God is Lov«$^/tK//rr/^* 

[5s & 68] Am — 5ee 

1 Lo ! the heavens 

Pure and bright ab 
Life and light awaking^ 
Murmur — " God is love."^ 

2 Round yon pine-clad mountain, 

Flows a golden flood ; 
Hear the sparkling fountain, 
Whisper — **God is good." 

3 See the streamlet bounding, 

Through the vale and wood. 
Hear its ripples sounding, 
Murmur — **God is good." 

4 Music now is ringing. 

Through the shady grove, 
Feathered songsters singing, 
Warble—" God is love." 

5 Wake, my heart, and springing. 

Spread thy wings above. 
Soaring still and singing, — 
God is ever good. 

Anoit. 
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'19 ■ The IKghtingale^Mfct fxfM- 

[L. M.] Tune — 5ee KingsUifs S. ^hoir^ vol. l^p. 88. 

1 When twilight's gray and pensive hour 
Brings the low breeze, and shuts the flower, 
And bids the solitary star 

Shine in pale beauty from afar ; 

2 When gathering shades the landscape veil, 
And peasants seek their village-dale, 
And mists from river-wave arise, 

And dew in every blossom lies ; 

3 At that calm hour, so still, so pale. 
Awakes the lonely nightingale ; 
And from a hermitage of shade. 
Fills with her voice the foreet-glade. 

4 Father in heaven ! oh ! thus, when day 
With all its cares hath passed away. 
And silent hours wafl peace on earth, 
And hush the louder strains of mirth ; 

5 Thus may sweet songs of praise and prayer. 
To Thee my spirit^s oiFering bear ; 

Yon star, my signal, set on high. 
For vesper-hymns of piety. 

6 So may Thy mercy and Thy power. 
Protect me through the midnight hour ; 
And balmy sleep and visions blest 
Smile on Thy servant's bed of rest. 

Mrs. F. Hemans. 
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20' The Antmnn Evening^^'^U /^^^ttM 

[CM.] Tune — " CZarewffoTi." ^Phillips." 

1 Behold the western evening light ! 

It melts in deepening gloom ; 
So calmly Christians sink away, 
Descending to the tomb. 

2 The winds breathe low, the withering leaf 

Scarce whispers from the tree ; 
So gently flows the parting breath, 
When good men cease to be. 

3 How mildly on the wandering cloud. 

The sunset beam is cast ! 
'T is like the memory left behind, 
When loved ones breathe their last. 

4 And now, above the dews of night. 

The yellow star appears ; 
So faith springs in the hearts of those 
Whose eyes are bathed in tears. 

5 But soon the morning's happier light, 

Its glories shall restore: 
And eyelids that are sealed in death, 
Shall ope to close no more. 

Peabodt. 

21 Star of the East. C^fl^/f y- [Vyi 

[lOs & lis.] Tone — "Fo/50;».'» 

1 Brightest and best of the sons of the morning. 
Dawn on our darkness and lend us thine aid; 
Star of the east, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 

»2 Cold on his cradle the dew-dto^s ^x^ e\v\wvcv«^ 
Low lies his head with iVie \>eas\s o^ nXv^ ^v^% 
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Angels adore him, in slumber reclining, 
Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour of all. 

3 Say, shall we yield him in costly devotion, 

Odors of Edom, and offerings divine ? 
Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the ocean, 
Myrrh from the forest, or gold from the mine ? 

4 Vainly we offer each ample oblation, 

Vainly with gifts would his favors secure : 
Richer by far is the heart's adoration, 

Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 

Bp. Heber. * 

22 . The RiverofLove.c/^J/^/|l>^ 

[L. M.] Tune— "irawftwr^r/i." Iji^^^^' ft^ i^l£^ 

1 There is a pure, a peaceful wav^^yVWi* ''^»fj f^r 

That rolls around the throne of love '- A^ 
Whose waters gladden as they lave 
The bright and heavenly shores above 

2 While streams which on that tide deperfd. 

Steal from those heavenly shores away, 
And on the desert world descend. 
Over our barren land to stray. 

3 The pilgrim faint, and near to sink. 

Beneath his load of earthly wo, 
Refreshed beneath its verdant brink, 
Rejoices in its gentle flow. 

4 There, oh my soul, do thou repose. 

And hover o'er the hallowed spring, 
To drink the crystal wave ; and there, 
To lave thy wounded, weary wing. 

* This truly cxccUent divine and poet was born at M ilf 
April 21, 1783, and died at Calcubtti in 182G. " Wherever tlio Eng- 
lisli lan^jua^e is known, his beautiful poem-^ ate c\\GT\H\\*iv\,w^\.c\x3\'5 
for their suvpiissin^ poetical merits*, but for tb.e vmroi ftv\t\\. vA i^vss^- 
tJojx of which they ave the utterance." . 
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5 It may be that the waft of love 

Some leaves on that pure tide hath driven, 
Which passing from the shores above 
Hath floated down to us from heaven. 

6 So shall thy wants and woes be healed, 

By the blest influence they bring, 
So thy parched lips shall be unsealed, 
Thy Saviour's worthy name to sing. 



23 Invitation to Prayer. 

[lis & lOs.] Tune — " Come ye disconsolate," 

1 Come ye disconsolate, where'er you languish; 

Come, at the shrine of God, fervently kneel ; 
Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell your 

anguish ; 
"TJaflh hath no sorrow that heaven cannot heal. 

2 Joy of the comfortless, light of the straying, 

Hope when all others die, fadeless and pure ; 
Here speaks the Comforter, in God's name saying, 
" Earth hath no sorrow that heaven cannot cure." 

An Off. 



« 

24 Aspiration for Heaven. 

[C. M.] TuKE— "J://ioV' hyMehtU. 

1 The bird }et loose in eastern skies. 
When hastening fondly home. 
Ne'er stoops to earth her wing, nor flies 

Where idle warblers roam. 
But high she shoots through air and light, 

Above all low delay. 
Where nothing earthly boMtvds Vvei fll^UU 
Not shadows dim hex "way.^ 
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2 So grant me, God, from every care 

And stain of passion free, 
Aloft through virtue's purer air 
To hold my course to Thee ; 

3 No sin to cloud, no lure to stay 

My soul, as home she springs ; 
Thy sunshine on her joyful way, 
Tliy freedom in her wings. T. Moore. 



25 The Stream of Life. 

[7s.] Tune — " Norwich.** 

1 Gently glides the stream of life, 

Oft along the flowery vale, 
Or impetuous, down the cliffy. 

Rushing roars, when storms assail. 

2 'T is an ever-varied flood. 

Always rolling to its sea. 
Slow, or swift, or mild, or rude. 
Tending to eternity. 

26 The Fount of Glory. c/^U^f ^^/ 

[8s & 7s.] Tune — " Greenvill 

Fide NoBon'j " Vocal Class Book," p. 89.' 

1 Far from mortal cares retreating 

Sordid hopes and vain desires, 
Here, our willing footsteps meetino^' 

Every heart to heaven aspires. 
From the fount of glory beaming. 

Light celestial cheers our eyes ; 
Mercy from above proclaiming 

Peace and pardon from the skies. 
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2 Who may share this great salvation ? 
Every pure and humble mind ; 
Every kindred tongue and nation, 
From the stains of guilt refined. 
Blessings all around bestowing, 

God withholds his care from none, 
Grace and mercy ever flowing 
From the fountain of His throne. 

Miss Jane Taylor.* 

27 Faxtmg Song. 

[7s.] TuKE — " Isle of Beauty:^ 

1 When shall we all meet again ? 
When 8h:ill we all meet again? 
Oft shall glowing hope expire, 
Oft shall wearied love retire, 

Oft shall death and sorrow reign, 
Ere we all shall meet again. 

2 Though in distant lands we sigh, 
Parched beneath the hostile sky ; 
Though the deep between us rolls, 
Friendship shall unite our souls ; 

And in fancy's wide domain. 
There shall we all meet again. 



J". 



3: When the dreams of life are fled, 
When its wasted lamps are dead, 
L ,.\^en in cold oblivion's shade, 
Beauty, wealth and fame are laid, 
Where immortal spirits reign, 
There may we all meet again ! 



* This highly amiable and intellectiial lady -waa the daughter of 

the Rev. Mr. Taylor of Colchester. She wa^ bom in 1783, and lived 

until April 1823. Her " Poems for Infant Minds," and " Rhymes 

tor the Nunsery," haye rendered her name a general &yorite with 

thej'oung. 
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28 God in Every Thing. // 

[L. M.] Tune— "iJociWn^fea/n." ^jm ^airds^ ] y 

1 There's nothing bright above, befolf^*'*'^'^'/ ~*y^/ 
Prom flowers that bloom, to stars that glow, , 
But in its light ray soul can see ^ ./ ' ; ' 

Some feature, glorious God, of Thee. ^ r. ,--r^ ' 

■ - ■ ^-^■JUj 

3 There's nothing dark, below, above, 
But in its gloom I trace Thy love ; 
And meekly wait that moment, when 
Thy touch shall turn all bright again. 

T. Moore. 

29 Morning Hymn. xJfinr 

r 




[L. M. ] Tune — " EartiMr^ 

1 In sleep's serene oblivion laid, ^^J 

I safely passed the silent night ; 
Again I see the breaking shade, 

I drink again the morning light ^_ . / > 

2 New-born, I bless the waking hour,>/V_-^i^ 

Once more, with awe, rejoice to be ; 
My conscious soul resumes her power. A- >. ' X,^fW 
And springs, my guardian God, to Thee* 

3 O, guide me through the various maze, 

My doubtful feet are doomed to tread ; 
And spread thy shield's protecting blaze, 
When dangers press around my head. 

4 A deeper shade shall soon impend, 

A deeper sleep mine eyes oppress ; 

Yet then Thy strength shall still defend; 

Thy goodness still delisrht to bless. 



•This hyma was composed about a month before the author's 

death in 1773, and dictated to Mrs. Hawkesworth, before he rose in ^^ 

tilt morning. ^ 

3 ■ 



■■»- 



V 



36 SACMEB SO^GBL 

5 That deeper shade shall break away, 

That deeper sleep shall leave mine eyes ; 
Thy light riiall give eternal day ! 
Thy lo?e, the rapture of the skies ! 

JoH^ Hawksswokth. 

30 Vatumal HymiL 

[6» & 4s.] Tube—" 

1 Mt country ! Vis of thee, 
Bweet land of liberty, -/ 

Of thee I sing. 
Land where my fathers died, 
lisnd of the pilgrim's pride ; 
From eveiy monntain side. 

Let freedom ring. 

2 My natiye country ! thee, 
Land of the noble ftee, 

Thy name I love. 
I love thy rocks and rills, 
Thy woods and templed hills. 
My heart with rapture thrills^ 

Like that above. 

3 Let music swell the breeze, 
And ring through all the trees ; 

Sweet freedom's song : 
Let mortal tongues awake. 
Let all that breathe partake. 
Let rocks their silence break. 

The sound prolong. 

4 Our father's God ! to Thee, 
Author of liberty ! 

To Thee we sing. 
Long may our land be bright, 
With freedom's holy light ; 
Protect us by Thy might. 

Great God, our King [ S. F. Smith. 
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31 The Spirits of Bliss. Cfif* ^''T^/*^ 

[lis.] Tune — " Brno cheerinff the ^o^sht ^/f ^^ A*^ 

1 How cheering the thought that the spirits of hliss, /" 
Will bow their bright wings to a world such as 

this, 
Will leave the sweet joys of the mansions above, 
To breathe o'er our bosoms some message of love. 

2 They come on the wings of the morning, they 

come. 
Impatient to lead some poor wanderer home. 
Some pilgrim to snatch from this stormy abode, 
And lay him to rest in the arms of his God. 

A. Cunningham. 



32 The Land of the Blest 

[lis & 12s.] Air— . " The last link is broken.'' 

1 Ths sunset is calm on the face of the deep. 

And bright is the last look of day in the west ; 
And broadly the beams of its parting glance sweep. 
Like the path that conducts to the land of the 

BLEST. 

All golden and green is the sea, as it flows 
In billows just heaving its tide to the shore. 

And crimson and blue is the sky as it glows, 
With colors that tell us that day-light is o'er. 

2 The last line of light is now crossing the sea, 

And the first star is lighting its lamp in the sky. 
It seems that a sweet voice is calling to me. 

Like a bird on that pathway of brightness to fly. 
Far, far, o'er the wave is a green sunny isle. 
Where the last cloud of evening now shines in 
The west, 
rr is the island that spring ever woos with her 
smile — 
O I seek it, the bright, happy land Of the blest. 
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83 * A Funeral Hynm.^ 

[8s & 78.] Tune— -"J/oimf Femon." 

1 Sister, thou wast mild and lovely, 

Gentle as the summer breeze, 
Pleasant as the air of evening, 
When it floats among the trees. 

2 Peaceful be thy silent slumber, 

Peaceful in the grave so low ; 
Thou no more wilt join our number, 
Thou no more our songs shalt know. 

3 Dearest sister, thou hast led us. 

Here thy loss we deeply feel ; 

But 'tis God that hath bereft us, — 

He can all our sorrows heal. 

4 Yet again we hope to meet thee, 

When the day of life is fled ; 
Then in heaven with joy to greet thee, 
Where no farewell tear is shed. 



34 Heav^L 

[8s & 4s.] Air — " Near the Ldke.*^ 

1 Like a dream when one awaketh. 

Vanished away. 
Earthly joy the heart forsaketh, 

Doomed to decay. 
But when flesh and spirit faileth, 

Heaven grows more dear ; 
And when grief the heart assaiieth, 

O, shed no tear ! 

'"Origiaally written on the occasion of the death of Miss M. J. C, 
a member of the Mount Vernon School, Boatou, 3x3^5 \^,"S5Sa, lYkfe 
maao is by Lowell Mason. 
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2 Dearest hopes and joys may perish, 

Lost in an hour ; 
All the love the heart can cherish, 

May lose its power. 
When the storm is gathering o'er thee, 

Do not despair ; 
Heaven can every joy restore thee, 

More pure and fair. 

3 Mid thy gloom and desolation, 

Whene'er they come. 
For thy peace and consolation, 

Think of thy home ; 
There thy joys shall last forever. 

Changeless and bright ; 
Clouds shall dim, O never, never, 

That world of light. 

Mrs. M. S. B. Dana. * 



35 The Star of Bethlehemc/^ If^/i'Sl 

. V . [L. M.] . Tune — " Cephas?' 

1^ s .y "Sop also Nason's " Vocal Class Book," p. 64. 

Whe^ iimrshalled on the nightly plain, 
The glittering host beslud the sky, 



JC 






One stor alofte, of all the train, 

Cairfix\fhe sinner's wandering eye: 

2 Hark ! hark ! to God the chorus breaks, 
From every host, from every glen ; 
But one alone the Saviour speaks, 

It is the STAR OF BETHLEHEM. 



♦Of Charleston, S. C, authoress of the "Northern and the 
Soathem Harp," and other lyrical publications. 



t 



am 



Z Once en ^^n^s^meamXz*. 

Tbe wiai lisat %omti Kj ixaoBis^haA^ 



4 Deep honor tfacB Bj Tka£ifi<aeir 
Deati^-Atnick, I ceased tbe tii5e to 
Wbeo sod^denlj, a ttu* aiose. 
It wa« the sTAm or bethi. 



5 It was my gnide, my liglity kt all : 
It bade mj darik Ibfebodin^ cease. 
And tfaroagfa the storm and Sanger's thrall. 
It led me to the port of peace. 

6' Now safely moored, roj perils o'er, 
1 11 sing, first in nights diadem, 
Forever i^ forever more. 
The star — the stak of bethlshem. 

H. K. White. 



86 Early Piety. 

See alio Naeon^s ** Yoeal Claas Book,'* 

^^ ^tf^^t Br cool Siloam's* shady rill, 
How sweet the lilly grows! 
How sweet the breath beneath the hill. 
Of Sharon's dewy rose ! . f. 




*Tblji fountain iMueii ftom a vock, twenty or thirty feet below 
tlie rarfluse of the ground, near the South-East comer of the city of 
JarUMlem. " It fiowi out without a single murmur, and appears 
olMr M onrilal. From this place it winds its way several rods under 
ttlS flKmBMin, then makes its appearance with a gentle gurgling, 
•BAibfmiBf » beaaUftil rill, takes its way down into the Valley, 

iniMitSt Itrntti-WMt." 



SACRED SONGS. 



31 



2 Lo, such the youth whose early feet, 

The paths of peace have trod ; 
Whose secret heart, with influence sweet, 
Is upward drawn to God ! I 

3 By cool Siloam^s shady rill, 

The lily must decay, 
. The rose that blooms beneath the hill, 
Must shortly fade away. 

4 And soon, too soon, the wintry hour 

Of man's maturer age. 
Will shake the soul with sorrow's power, 
And stormy passion's rage ! 

5 O Thou who giv'st us life and breath, 

We seek Thy grace alone. 
In childhood, manhood, age and death, 
To keep us still Thine own. 

Bp. Heber. 

^ Contentment o(>«*^^^/*<^f , 

(0. M.] ^'""aiW-W^e'^ 

See also Nason's "Vocal Caass Boft^. fftr /JT fj lf»wj 

1 Father, whate'er of earthly Aiss .y 

Thy sovereign will denies, cri^Ut^} 7^6^£c 
Accepted at Thy throne of grape, / 2l ^' ' ^ '"^ 
Let this petition rise : ^f^^^U /4!l /OjL^ 

2 "Give me a calm, a thankfu^eart, ^ ^ 

From every murmur free,o4. U.^ ^V > V^ S^ 
The blessings of Thy grace imo^ / ' 

And make me live to Thee. A^^/^^yj^^^ 

3 O, let the hope that Thou art mine, . / / 

My life and death attend — -y ' v / 

Thy presence through my joum^p»f hine, .^ ^ 
And crown my journey's end.'rjii&t^t.' ■ •/. 

Mrs. Ajf^E Steel^ . . 
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38 The Invitation. 

[78, 6s & 4s.] Air — ^^ JTioUy thou reign' st^^^ ^c 

1 Soft, sofl, music is stealing, 

Sweet, sweet lingers the strain ; 
Loud, loud, now it its pealing, 

Waking the echoes again. 
Yes, yes, yes, yes, 
Waking the echoes again. 

2 Join, join, children of sadness, 

Send, send, sorrow away ; 
Now, now, changing to gladness, 

Warble a beautiful lay. 
Yes, yes, yes, yes, 
Warble a beautiful lay. 

3 Hope, hope, fair and enduring ; 

Joy, joy, bright as the day ; 
Love, love, heaven ensuring. 
Sweetly invite you away. 
V Yes. yes, yes, yes, 

' Sweetly mvite you away. 

Mrs. M. S. B. Dana. 

39 Evening. 

[7s.] Air — " Go^ forget me." 

V Vide also " Nason's Vocal Class Book,'* p. 6S. 

1 .Softly now the light of day, 
,^ . ^ Fades upon our sight away ; 

» . ' hree from care, from labor free. 

Lord, w& would commune with thee. 

x\ t \<\<\\ 

2 Soon for us, the light of day, 
Shall forever pass away : 
Then from sin and sorrow free. 
Take us, Lord, to dwell with Thee. 
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40 Constant Devotion. 

[CM.] Tune — "jE^j?e«." ''AnOoch:' ''Handel** 

1 Before the rosy dawn of day , r ' " ) i ' - it , , j^ 

To Thee, my God, I '11 sing, dl^fi^^^^^^ 
Awake, my soft and tuneful lyre, ^ '^ * ^ ^^ 



Awake, each charming string. 



'■/^f*£T/rn 






2 Awake, and let the flowing strains • ,' » ^ ^ ^ ^, 

Glide through the midnight air, 'rh/^^i,/ 

While high amid the silent orbs^ / ^ 

The silver moon rolls clear. )*^^^ /7 • 

3 So when the starry night returns. 

Or smiling day renews. 
Thy constant goodness still my soul 
With benefit pursues. 

4 For this, I '11 midnight vows to Thee 

With early incense bring, 
And, ere the rosy dawn of day, 
Thy lofly praises sing. 

41 The Bright Sun is Basing. 

[128 & lis.] AiB — " Araby'8 Daughter," 

O, JOY to thee, joy to thee, daughter of sorrow ! 

Attune thy sweet voice to a rapturous lay ; 
The bright sun is rising to cheer thee to-morrow, 

And night's gloomy darkness is fading away. 
The Friend of the friendless, the life of the dying. 

The joy of the heart-broken mourner is he ; 
Now praises for weeping, and gladness for sighing. 

And garments of promise he's off 'ring to thee. 

Come, mourners, and bathe in the life-giving waters, 
Which ever are springing exhaustless and pure ; 

Now banish your sorrows, Jerusalem's daughters ; 
Here peaceful and safe you may dwell evermore. 
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Here 's beauty and glory, all glory excelling: 
The Father's bright image expressed in the Son ! 

All mercy and peace in the Saviour is dwelling, 
And they must be blest whom he claims as his own. 

Mrs. M. S. B. Daha. 



42 Snpport in Death. 

[7s & 48.] TuNB — " TFtdfefow," by Florio. 

1 When the v^le of death appears, 

Faint and cold this morUd clay, 
Kind Forerunner, soothe my fears, 
Liffht me through the darksome way ; 
Break the shadows, 
Usher in eternal day. 

2 Upward from this dying state, 

Bid my waiting soul aspire, 
Open Thou the crystal gate. 
To Thy praise attune my lyre. 
Then triumphant, 
I will join the immortal choir. 

Mrs. Gilbert. 

48 Hymn for the New Year. 

[7s.] Tune— " BeneverUo,^^ 

1 While with ceaseless course the sun 

Hasted through the former year, 
Many souls their race have run. 

Never more to meet us here ; 
Fixed in an eternal state, 

They have done with all below, 
We a little longer wait. 

But how little, none can know. 

S As the winged arrow flies, 
Speedily the mark to fvnd, 
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As the lightning from the skies, 
Darts and leaves no trace behind — 

Swiftly thus, our fleeting days, 
Bear us down life's rapid stream, 

Lord, our expectations raise, 
All below is but a dream. 

3 Thanks for mercies past, receive ; 

Pardon for our sin's renew ; 

Teach us. Lord, by faith to live, 

With eternity in view. 
Bless Thy word to young and old, 

Fill us with a Saviour's love ; 
When our life's short race is run. 
May we dwell with Thee above. 

Rev. John Newton. 



^ ^ Oo, when the Morning Shineth. ^ti^0/^f^ 

. [78 & 6s.] AiB — ^^^Tisdawrijthe larkissingina.** • / ^ 

1 Go when the morning shineth, C^^K^^^wl^h^ 

Go when the noon is bright, y ^ ^^ ^ ^W 

Go when the eve declineth, ^^^••^^^vS? /^/^"^ • 

Go in the hush of night ;/a > )i fu Hk^ ^' 
Go with a holy feeling, QP M^ n ^ Jf^ ^ 

Fling earthly thought ^^^jM^t^ HA^^ //» 
And in thy chamber kneelingf^iJT^y^^^/^J^^ 

Do thou in secret pray. 



2 Call those to mind who lov^thejf ^ ^^/ . . -^ 

All who are loved by theerJ3t#rjr ^^\ ^4 v 
Pray too for those who hate thee/ , ^/ ^ 

If any such there be ; ' ' /" . 

Then for thyself in meekness, ' ' 

A blessing humbly claim, ^ ,' 

Joining with each petition. 

Thy great Redeemer's name. 
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3 Or if 't is e*er denied thee 

In solitude to pray, 
Should holy thoughts come o*er thee, 

When friends are in thy way ; 
E'en then the silent breathing, 

Thy spirit raised above, 
Will reach his throne of glory, 

Where He presides wi£ love. 

4 O ! not a joy or blessing. 

With this can we compare ; 
He gave the power within us, 

That we might live with prayer ! 
Whene'er thou pin'st in sadness, 

Down at his footstool fall, 
Call to thy mind with gladness. 

His love who gave thee alL 



45 True Happiness-g^y^l^t^ J ♦^ 

, [C. p. M.] ^DNE — "^^»» 

s^ .1 If solid happiness we^^^V^^^ / ^ ^C 
. Within our breast the jewel Hes, ' 

Nor need we roam abroad ; 
The world has little to bestow, 
From pious hearts our joys must flow, 

Heartstthat delight in God. 

'• I * >St^Q ^e.fesigt)ed when ills betide, 
^ Patient Vhen favors are denied, 
• ^- , 'a ndjMeased with favors given, — 
This is the wise, the pious part. 
This is that incense of the heart, 
Whose fragrance reaches heaven. 

* Extracted from The Fireside, one of the most beantiftil domestie 
pictures in our language. 
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3 Thus through life's changing scenes we'll go, 
Its chequered paths of joy and wo 

With holy care we 'II tread ; 
Quit its vain scenes without a tear, 
Without a trouble or a fear, 
And mingle with the dead. 

Dr. Nathaniejl Cotton. 

46 Time. M'^^^^^mJ'^^ 




[78 & 6s.] TunE 

1 Time is winging us awa 

To our eternal home ; 
Life is but a winter's day — 

A journey to the tomb : 
Youth and vigor soon will flee, 

Blooming beauty lose its charms ; 
All that 's mortal soon shall be 

Enclosed in death's cold arms. 

2 Time is winging us away, 

To our eternal home ; 
Life is but a winter's day — 

A journey to the tomb : 
But the Christian shall enjoy. 

Health and beauty, soon above. 
Far beyond the world's alloy. 

Secure in Jesus' love. 

Burton. 

47 Birth of the Saviour.* ^e^^I^t ^ 

[L. M.] Tune — ".BeW^dW^t^^^^TfijW 

1 Arrayed in clouds of golden light, 

More briglit than heaven's resplendent bow, 
Jehovah's angel came by night, 
~ rlc 



To bless the sleeping world below ; 



• Yide Luke n. 8, 9. 
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How soil the music of his tongue ! 
How sweet the hallowed strains he sung ! 

2 Good will henceforth to man he given, 
The light of glory beams on earth ; 
Let angels tune the harps of heaven, 

And saints below rejoice with mirth : 
On Bethlehem's plains the shepherds sing, 
And Judah's children hail their king. 

. . T. Moore. 



48 Sowing and Reaping 

[CM.] TunE— "Bn 




0e^>¥:/i 



*^ 



'^tW^ 



1 There is an hour of hallowed peace 

For those with care oppressed, 
When sighs and sorrowing fears shall cease, 

And all be hushed to rest 
'T is then the soul is freed from fears 

And doubts that here annoy. 
Then they that ofl had sown in tears, 

Shall reap again in joy. 

2 There is an hour of sweet repose. 

When storms assail no more, 
The stream of endless pleasure flows 

On that celestial shore. 
There purity with love appears, 
And bliss without alloy, 
^ TheriB they that oft have sown in tears,* 
Shall reap eternal joy. 

W. B. Tappaw. 

« " They that sow in tears, shall reap in joy."— Pb. oxzvl 15. 
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49 Meekness.,^/1^^^ 

[L. M.] TuNB— "^4i*tceW." "jy«Ofi?» 

me " Sacz«d Harp.»^tuH/' ^t^^/^k^ 

1 Hafpt the meek, whose genpe breast ^ rww€ir 
' Clear as the summer's evening ray, 
Calm as the regions of the blest, 
Enjoys on earth celestial day. 



2 His heart no broken friendships sting, 

No storms his peaceful tent invade, 
He rests beneath Jehovah's wing. 
Hostile to none, of none afraid. 

3 Spirit of grace, all meek, all mild. 

Inspire our hearts, our souls possess ; 
Repel each passion, rude and wild. 
And bless us, as we aim to bless. 

Scott. 



50 An Emblem of life. 

[L. M.] Tune — " Silver Lake,*' 

Vide Nason's " Vocal Class Book," p. 78. 

1 See how, beneath the moonbeam's smile. 

Yon little billow heaves its breast. 
And foams and sparkles for awhile ; 
And, murmuring, then subsides to rest 

2 Thus man, the sport of bliss and care. 

Rises on Time's eventful sea ; 
And having swelled a moment there, 
Thus melts into eternity. 

T. Moore. 
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51 IGsskmary Hymn./^^^ ^/^ 

[L. M.] TusE — **ifij 

1 Yft Christian heralds, go prod 
♦ > \ Safvation in Immanuel's name; ^„__ 

To distant climes the tidings Imr, '^^^4?^ 
And plant the rose of Sharon inera^ if ^ ^ 

2 He'll shield you with a wall of fn^f^ * **• ^ 
With holy zeal your hearts inspire ; >y 
Bid raging waves their fury cease, 

And cairn the savage breast to peace. 

3 And when our labors all are o'er, 
Then shall we meet to part no more ; 

Meet — with the blood-bought throng to fall, 
And crown our Saviour Lord of all. 

• - . Pratt's Coll. 

52 Early Death. 

[L. M.] Tune — " PUytVi Hymn:' 

1 So fades the lovely blooming flower, 
Frail, smiling solace of an hour. 
So soon our transient comforts fly, 
And pleasure only blooms to die. 

2 Is there no kind, no lenient art, 
To heal the anguish of the heart ? 
Spirit of grace, be ever nigh. 
Thy comforts are not made to die ; 

3 Bid gentle patience smile on pain, 
Till dying hope shall live again, 
Hope wipes the tear from sorrow's eye. 
And faith points upward to the sky. 

Mrs. Anne Steele. 

• Vide the '• Psaltery," p. 91. The Music, by C. Zeuner, Is one of 
the noblest ** Chorals " ever composed* 
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i 



5S How Blest the Sacred Tia^e^WS'l/^^ 

[L. M.] Tdnb— "iJoniiur^A." '■'^JW^ if IW'f^ 

1 How blest the sacred tie that bindaf^ y / i^' 4"^ 
In union sweet, according minds \^ "^ '^ 

How swifl the heavenly course they run, 
Whose hearts, and faith, and hopes are one. 

2 To each, the soul of each how dear ! • 
What jealous love, what holy fear ! 

How doth the generous flame within, 
Refine from earth and cleanse from sin. 

3 Their streaming eyes together flow, 
For human guilt and mortal wo ; 
Their ardent prayers together rise 
Like mingling flames in sacrifice. 

4 Together shall they seek the place 
Where God reveals his awful face ; 

How high,. how strong, their raptures swell, 
There 's none but kindred souls can tell. 



5 Nor shall the glowing flame expire, 
When nature droops her sickening fire ; 
Then shall they meet in realms above, 
A heaven of joy — because of love. / 

Mrs. L.- "Barbauld. 

§4 Morning Invocation^ig^^j^^^^y //^ ^ 

[Ts.] TuKB — " TFiftwoi." " Tdmait.^t ChanV y 

1 Sleep forsake us! may thesouir^^j ^ fd^ i// ^ ^ 
Gladden in its Maker's sight \/ ^ J / if ^ 7 
As the clouds that o'er us roll,^aJ/^ P ^^^y t/z^ 
Sparkle in the morning lighO y/ i7 /^^^ 

4 ^beij^^ Aor., %A 



S'ffi^ 



-A A.. tiLs 



42 SACRED SONGS. 



■/ 



■?- 



1 

'.'/ 



2 God of life ! be Thou the ray .^, 

' Of our dim and wandering course^, 
liight us, as the Star of day, > 
On to^truth's eternal source. 

^ A 

55 Our ITative Land. 

[6s & 4s.] Tune — " Dort» 

See also the " VocfOiat," j>. ja). 

1 God bless our native land, 
Firm may she ever stand, 

Through storm and night ! 
When the wild tempests xuve, 
Ruler of wind and wave> ; , . / y/ j 

Do Thou our country saive,' '^ ^ 

By Thy great nu^hj;. 

2 For her our prajf^r shall rise, 
To God above \he skies ; 

On him we wait : 
Thou who hast heard each sigh. 
Watching each weeping eye. 
Be Thou forever nigh : 

God save the State. 

3 Bless then our native land, 
Firm may she ever stand, 

Through storm and night ! 
When the wild tempests rave. 
Ruler of wind and wave. 
Do Thou our country save. 

By Thy great might 
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56 t \ Hynm of Trininph. C5^*4|^/^^ 

[L. M.] Tune — " MigdoV " Kis^ma^^P^JkoS^W 9^9^% 

\ Ir Soon may the glad song ^xv&S^/t'' ^^^ °C/^~/ jf^/ 
Through all the millions of the skies -^^ ^ ^ ^ ^ U^ 
That song of triumph which records j iipUo ' . 
That all the earth is now the Lord's ^Z^ l^i ' \' ^* 

2 Let thrones, and powers, and kingdtraiaJfeje ■'' -^ <^^ ■ 
Obedient, mighty God, to Thee ! ' ^ 

And over land, and stream, and main, 
Now wave the sceptre of Thy reign! 

3 O, let that glorious anthem swell ; 
Let host to host the triumph tell — 
That not one rebel heart remains. 
But over all the Saviour reigns ! 

Pratt's Coll. 

57 The Convent BelL 

[68 & 5s.] Air — " Far, far o'er hill and deUy 

1 Far, far o'er hill and dell, 

On the winds stealing. 
List (o the convent bell, 

Mournfully pealing. 
Hark, hark, it seems to say, 
As melt the sounds away. 
So life's best joys decay. 

Whilst new their feeling. 

2 Now through the charmed air. 

Slowly ascending. 
List to the chanted prayer, 

Solemnly blending. 
Hark, hark, it seems to say, — 
Turn from each joy away. 
To those which ne'er decay, 

Though life is ending* 
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58 I Woidd not lave Alway4^i(#^^^^ 

[lis & 12s.] Tune— iSfee So. Choir, vcjAjP. 81. / 

1 I WOULD not live alway, I ask not toftayJT-T f^«^^ 
Where storm after storm rises o'er the dark way ; 
The few lucid moments that dawn on us here, 

Are enough for life's woes, full enough for its 
Qheer. 

2 I would not live alway ; no — welcome the tomb ; 
Since Jesus has lain there, I dread not its gloom ; 
There, sweet be my rest, till he bid me arise, 

To hail him in triumph descending the skies. 

3 Who, who would live alway, away from his God ; 
Away from yon heaven — that blissful abode, 
Where the rivers of pleasure flow o'er the bright 

plains. 
And the noon-tide of glory eternally reigns. 

4 Where the saints of all ages in harmony meet, 
Their Saviour and brethren transported to greet ; 
While the anthems of rapture unceasingly roll, 
And the smile of the Lord is the feast of the soul. 

MuHLENB uae^^y 

59 Invocatioii for Celesiisll^^"^^^^ 

[lOs.] Tune — " Savannah,^* 

1 O THOU, whose power o'er moving worlds presides. 
Whose voice created and whose wisdom guides, 
On darkling man, in pure effulgence shine. 

And cheer the clouded mind with light divine. 

2 'T is thine alone to calm the pious breast. 
With silent confidence and holy rest ; 

From Thee, great God, we spring, to Thee we 

tend; 
Path, Motive, Guide, Original and End. 

Dr. S. Johivson. 

FS(U Job YU, IQ. 
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60 The Voice of Mercy * ^^t%^^l^^. 

[88, 78 & 4s.] TuNB— *^^tS*J^ ^S%^^ 

1 Traveller ! dost thou hear the tuiing» ^ V '* 

Borne unto thy weary ear, ^U^tK Ju /SB^i^V 
Soft as angel's gentlest whisper/^y ^iAuoJa 
Breathing from the upper sphgr^y**^^ T ^Jfj ^ 
Sweetly telling, ^g^^/^^ /^V A 
Thy redemption now is near. ^ '^ vf i Ji^i^ (/ 

2 In the desert's gloomy terrors, 

'Mid the tempest's booming roar, 
Hark ! the still small voice of mercy, 
Breaking from yon peaceful shore. 
Sweetly telling, 
:'. . ^ thj^ toil will soon be o'er. 

3 Mortal ! when death's viewless arrow, 

Quivers, in the fluttering heart, 
Lift thy earnest thoughts to Jesus, 
, ,. V . Who disarms the fiital dart ; 
Sweetly telling, 
I, to thee my peace impart 

Dr. Woodhull. 

61 VaUe Cracis.tc?4^^-<JC?> J 1^^^ 

[L. M.] AXB-" 4^^g (^/^Cfi 

Fide Na8on»i " Vocal Class BookTTrTg; ^ 'i/fl^'^ 

1 Vale of the Cross, the Shepherds tell, 
'T is sweet within thy woods to dwell, 
For there are sainted shadows seen, 
That frequent haunt the dewy green. 



* ThiB beautiful hymn was dictated by Dr. Woodhull to a friend, 
dttxing his last illness, and but ft short time previous to his decease* 

t Tallej of the Cross. 
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2 In wandering winds the dirge is sung, 
The cdnvent bell with spirits rung, 
And matin hymns and vesper prayer, 
Break soflly on the tranquil air. 

«. 3 Vale of the Cross, the Shepherds tell 
'T is sweet within thy woods to dwell ; 
Fjor peace has there ner spotless throne. 
And pleasure to the world unknown — 

* 4 The murmurs of the distant rills, 
The Sabbath silence of the hills ; 
And all the quiet God hath given. 
Without the golden gates of heaven. 

William Roscoe.* 

62 SoHtade. 

[0. M.] Air — " Sid margine d* tin 

1 I LOVE to steal awhile away 

From every cumbering c 
And spend the hours of setti 
In humble grateful prayer. 

2 I love in solitude to shed 

The penitential tear ; 
^ And all his promises to plead, 

Where none but God is near. 

\ % > '3 I^bve to^think on mercies past. 
And future good implore ; 
And all my cares and sorrows cast 
On Him whom I adore. 

4 Thus when life's toilsome day is o'er, 
May its departing day. 
Be calm as this impressive hour, 
And lead to endless day. 

Mrs. Brown. 

\ * AnthOT of the " I4fe of Leo XUi," and other Taluable wariu. 
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63 Ood is Love. 

[L. M.] Tune — "iRn^rAam." 

* * 1'The humblest flower that decks the vale, 
The gloomiest cypress of the grove — 
The breath of heaven their leaves inhale, 
And whisper back that " God is love." 
Streams speak His praises as they flow, 
And winds soft hallelujah's blow. ^ 

61 Besignation. f4^^^^ ^ 

[0. M.] TuNK— " rSymSjfiJSJ^ k9^^ 



Tide Eingsley's " Social 

1 How sweet to be allowed 



^ 



now Bweei lo oe aiiowea to pra^ J J 

To God the Holy One, ^^jLj ^ l ^ lo^ / A 

With filial love and trust to sajr;'^^ ^ 15 /iT «^ *^ 
" O God, Thy will be done." </ q 



2 We in the sacred words can find 



A cure for every ill ; (L ^" -^ '^ '^ I ^^ 

They calm and soothe the troubled mind, ' 

^ A~j<^v^j >ii ^.>^ v.^ >a:ii 



And'bid all care be still. 



3^ /), Jet that will which gave me breath, 
And an immortal soul, 
In joy or grief, in life or death. 



'« 



every wish controL 



1 



4 O, could my heart thus ever pray. 
Thus imitate Thy Son ! 
Teach me, O GJod, with truth to sajij 
Thy will, not mine, be done. 

Mrs. Follen.* 
* Aottiovees of the « Well-Spent Hoar,'' &o; 
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^ Momiiig lSimxLCJtpjfjj/$j, 

[L. M.] TuM— "J^5fc sLto: 

1 Awake, my sou], and with 
Thy daily stage of doty ran ; 
.Shake off dull sloth, and joyful rise > j\ ■ j 

To pay thy morning sacrifices., /^^^^^y^ ^^^^ 

2 IDumined by the light diWn^^^,^/^ 3^ / / ' 
Let thy own light to others Knm» f^' "^1 
Reflect all heaven^s propitious ra^ ^ / y^l 

^ a , In ardent love and cheerful praise. . , . 

' \ • -^ * "^ '•''■'■.•; 

^^ ^' 3 Lord, I my^-iipws to Thee renew ; 
\ ^^ Scatter my sins like morning dew ; 

.Quard my first springs of thought and will, 
'\ And witii Thyself my spirit fil£ 

4 Direct, control, suggest this day, 
* All I design, or do, or say ; 
That all my powers, with all their might, 
I In Thy sole glory may unite. 

Bishop Kx9. 

06 r<irgivenefw.t^ ^ l/^.tilA 

[L. M.] Tune—" CMo^ ^etruV"^ 

1 FoRoiYE thy foes; — nor that "^""^4jfjitoi[?ffl|| 
Their evil deeds with good repayJ^I^T^ . . ^ j 
Fill those with joy who leave thee noSs^*"^ ' 
And kiss the hand upraised to slay. 



y 



2 So does the fragrant sandal bow, 
In meek forgiveness to its doom ; 
And o'er the axe, at every blow, 
Sheds in abundance rich perfume. 

Herbert Knowles. 



* Tnuuilatod from the PeiftVui. 
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67 God's Compassion. ^^<A(^^/^^ 

{S. M.] Tuim— " BoyZyton.**/ 

¥ide Najwn'a ** Tocal Claes Book," plflf^*""" ^ 

1 The pity of the Lord cA6mf ^f^g- //^ 

To those that fear His nam< 
Is such as tender parents feel 
He knows our feeble fram( 

2 He knows we are but dust, 

Scattered by every breath ; 
His anger, like a rising wind, 
Can send us swifl to death. 

3 Our days are as the grass. 

Or like the morning flower, 
When blasting winds sweep o'er the field, 
It iprithers in an hour. 

4 But Thy compassions. Lord, 

To endless years endure ; 
And children's children ever find 
Thy words of promise sure. 

Dr. Watts. 

68 Our Guiding Star. ^^^"^^^^^^ 

[CM.] TuNB— "^mfo»er.'» " n.*wW 




1 Bright was the ^iding star thatlei, /^ 'Z *^ 

With mild benignant ray, <:;yfh€^ 3 i( /J / /) 
The Gentiles to the lowly becTx^ J ^ 7f IV bU 
Where the Redeemer lay. fitt^^i/L {/^j</L ^ 

2 Bntlo! a brigl^ter, clearer^ht •/^'■^'J»tVv ,- ) . 
Now Doints to his abode. , : ' / /-p ■ - 



Now points to his abode, ^ 

It shines through sin and sorrow's night, 
^o guide us to our Lord. 

5 
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3 O baste to follow where it leads ; 

The gracious call obey ; 
Be ruggred wilds or flowery meads, 
The Christian's destined way. 

4 P gladly tread the narrow path, 

While light and grace are given ; 
*• "^ho meekly follow Christ on earth, 
^ '^^ SBall reign with him in heaven. 

Spirit of the Psalms. 



60 Hymn at Sunset 

[78 & 6s.] Tune— "JZoOTowie." 

1 Tbe mellow eve is gliding 

Serenely down the west, 
So, every care subsiding. 
My soul would sink to rest. 

2 The woodland hum is ringing 

The day-light's gentle close ; 
May angels, round me singing. 
Thus hymn my last repose. 

3 The evening star has lighted 

Her crystal lamp on high ; 
i ^So, when in death benighted. 
May hope illume the sky. 

4 In golden splendor dawning. 

To-morrow's light shall break ; 
O ! on the last bright morning, 
May I in glory wake. 

Journal of the Flushing Iitstitute. 



X 
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70 

[8s & 7s.] 




1 Lo! the blithesome larkTs'soanibl^ 'if /^ <** ' / 
Far away through morning skies i:4fiM/ *i ^ 



). 



Songs of grateful gladness pourinjgf, 



/' - - ^ 



Higher, higher, see him ride^^ * - ^^^^ . u - / 

2 Every mountain altar blazes ; 

Incense sweet to heaven ascends ; 
Meadows wafl their silent praises ; 
Every flower adoring bends. 

3 Man ! awake from heavy slumbers, 

Morning breaks serenely bright; 
Songs of praise in tuneful numbers. 
Raise to Him who rules the night. 

71 Hope^fi^^ U^m^ 

[L. M.] Tuioi — "i2to««fai^ ''RelreaV f' 

1 There is a mild and tranquil light 
Which sheds its gentle influence round, 
Ere day recedes and solemn night;^ -/^ -^ / ^ ^ /V'x- 
In silent stillness reigns profound.^ ',. / f*w 



2 In darkness mingling with the ray ' 
Which lingers still on evening's breast, 
That gives this tinge of sober gray, 
And lulls the balmy air to rest. 

3 Just such a light, so sweet, so clear. 
Sheds its sofl influence on the mind. 
When Heaven in pity pours the balm 
Of hqly hope on hearts resigned. 



^Vc5^6 / 



i 
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72 Habitual ^▼ot^o^&^ftr^^l^^W 

[C. M.] Tjjic&-/jBp3ke ^Wf^^ 

r- 

1 While thee I seek, protecting Power! 

Be my vain wishes stilled ; u ■}i^ \\ ^ , 

And may this consecrated hdiir "^ ■ <f/ > 

With better hopes be filled. 

2 Thy love the power of thought bestowed — 

To thee my thoughts would soar ; 
Thy mercy o'er my life has flowed — 
That mercy I adore. 

3 In each event of life, how clear 

Thy ruling hand I see ! 
Each blessing to my soul most dear 
Because conferred by thee. 

4 In every joy that crowns vaf days, 

In every pain I bear, 
My heart shall find delight in praise, 
Or seek relief in prayer. 

/ 5 When gladness wings my favored hour, 
Thy love my thoughts shall fill ; 
Resigned, when storms of sorrow lower, 
X / My soul shall meet thy will. 

6 My lifted eye, without a tear, 
The gathering storm shall see ; 
My steadfast heart shall know no fear-— 
^ That heart will rest on thee. / 



Helen M. Wiluams. 



V 
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73 The Happy Homa 

[L. fit] Tune — See 80, Ohmr^ vol l^p, 142. 

1 The rose that blooms in Sharon's vale,* 

And scents the purple morning breath, 
May in the shades of evening fall, 

And bend its crimson head in death ; 
And earth's bright ones, amid the tomb, 

May, like the blushing rose, decay : 
But still the mind, the mind shall bloom, 

When time and nature fade away. 

2 And there, amid a holier sphere. 

Where the archangel bows in awe, 
There sits the King of glory near. 

And executes his perfect law. 
JThe ransomed of the earth, with joy, 
• ' * 'Bhall in their robes of beauty come ; 

And find a rest, without alloy, 
^ Aifiid the Christian's happy home. 

^ 1%. • -A 

\ 74 . * The SavioTir** Sorrow. 

[118.1 AiB — " What fairy 

1 Thou sweet-gliding Cedron, f by thy silver stream, 
Our Saviour would linger in the moonlight's soil 

beam ; 
And by thy bright waters, till midnight would stay. 
And lose in thy murmurs the toils of the day. 

• Vide Cant. 11. 1. 

t This streamlet nms ihrotigh the valley between Jerusalem and 
Hie Hoont of Oliyes, and t&ence, winding between rugged and deso- 
late hills, through tha (toert of St. Saba, discharges itself hito the 
Dead Sea. 




i 
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2 How damp were the vapors that fell on his head ;— 
How hard was his pillow, — how humhle his bed ; - 
The angels beholding, amazed at the sight, 
Attend^ their Master with solemn delight 

3 O garden of Olives, thou dear honored spot, 
The fame of thy wonders shall ne'er be forgot ; 
The theme, most transporting to seraphs above. 
The triumph of sorrow, — the triumph of love. 

4 Come, saints, and adore him,— come bow at his 

feet ! 
O give him the glory, the praise that is meet ; 
Let joyful hosannas unceasing arise, 
And join the full chorus, that gladdens the skies. 



75 Flrayer for Divine Onidaace 

[88 & 78.] Tune — " Green\ 



/ 



1 Gentlt, Lord, oh, gently, lead 

Through this lonely vale of tears 
^'v^ \ • T^ugh the changes that await 
J\ \ ^ * * Till our last great change nppe 

When temptation's darts assail us,^^ 

When in devious paths we strajTi 
Let thy goodness never fail us. 
Lead us in thy perfect way. 

2 In the hour of pain and anguish. 

In the hour when death draws near, 
Suffer not our hearts to languish. 

Suffer not our souls to fear. 
When our mortal life is ended. 

Bid us in thine arms to rest ; 
Till, by angel bands attended. 

We awake among the blest. 
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76 The Prince of Salva 



f 128, lis & 88.] Tune—" 

1 The Prince of Salvation in triumph^ Tidi 

And glory attends him along hiswight way, 
The news of his grace on the breezes are gliding 
And nations are owning his sway. 




I are giiaiug jn 
inffS^our; 



2 Ride on in thy greatness, thou conquering 

Let thousand of thousands submit to the reign ; 
Acknowledge thy goodness, entreat for thy favor^ 
And follow thy glorious train. 

3 Then loud shall ascend from each sanctified nation. 

The voice of thanksgiving, the chorus of praise ; 
And heaven shall re-echo the song of salvation, 
In rich and melodious lays. 

S. F. Smith. 



77 Iiove 18 the Oolden 

f ( [C. M.] Tune — "/dao.'* 

1 How sweet, how heavenly iB^EdTSlgSjBZ^B^ i i/^(k 



When those that love the 
In one another^s peace delight, 
And thus fulfil hisi word. 




'^f 



2 O may we feel each brother's sL 

And with him bear a part: T-- \_. ; < I ^'^ / / 
May sorrows flow from eye to eye, " 

And Joy from heart to heart 



3 Let love, in one delightful stream, 
Through every bosom flow ; 
And union sweet, and dear esteem, 
In every action glow. 



4 
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*:" 4 Love is the golden chain that binds 
The happy souls above ; 
And he 's an heir of heaven, that finds 
' ' His bosom glow with love. 

SWAUI. 



78 Our Light and Guide 




[78.] Air— "-FVcsA 

1 See the gleams of daylight swim 
On the heaving ocean^s brim ! 
Now the waves are gilded o'er 
With the golden beams still more. 
See ! the gathering lustre shines 
On the mountain's loftiest pines : 
And the far-off village spirea 
Redden in the kindling fires. 

2 God hath made the eun to shine,— 
hnage of his love divine ; 

\ Thus his rays of mercy fall 
. Liberally alike on all ; 
Thus he lights our happy way 
Through the labors of the day, — 
And when all our cares are past> 
Guides us to his rest at last 



79 Pity's Tear. 

■ * 'J 

[88 & 78.] TuKE — " Mount Vernon." " Stham.'* 

1 SoFTLT beam the dews of mdrfiing 
On each graceful budding stem : 
Rich as orient pearls adorning 
Persia's proudest diadem. 
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2 Brightly in the dome of heaven 

Shine the stars with golden crest i 
Smiling 'mid the hlue of even, 
On the ocean's mirrored breast* 

3 But more soft, more brightly beaming 

Is the pearl- drop mild and meek, 
In love's hallowed radiance gleaming - 
Pity's tear on Beauty's cheek. 



80 From Greenland's Icy Mcmntaincu^ 

^ - ' [78 & 6s.] TuNB — " Miswmary ^^-^ i^ / f^t^ 

1 From Greenland's icy mountw^^- 
From India's coral strand, 
Where Afric's sunny fountains 
Roll down their golden sand ; 
From many an ancient river, 
.^From many a palmy plain, 
^ They call us to deliver 

Their land from error's chain. 

" 5? Wttat though the spicy bieezes 

' ^ . . -> ji Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle — 

Though every prospect pleases^ 

j^nd only man is vile ! — 
In vain, with. lavish kindnefs. 

The gifl» of God are strewn r 
The heathen, in his blindness. 
Bows down to wood and stone. 

. _ ■ I M ■ II 

* Written on tJie ere of the author's departure from England ta 
Caleatta. 
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3 Shall we, whose souls are lighted 

By wisdom fofti on high — 
Shall we to man benighted 

The lamp of life deny ? — 
Salvation ! — oh, salvation ! 

The joyfol sound proclaim. 
Till earth's remotest nation 

Has learned Messiah's name. 

4 Waft, waft, ye winds, his story, 

And you, ye waters, roll, 
TiU, like a sea of glory. 

It spreads from pole to pole ; 
Till, o'er our ransomed nature, 
. The Lamb, for sinners slain, 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 

In bliss returns to reign* 

Bf. Hebkk. 



81 The Pure in Heart 



t:ii7W. 



is their8J|#M|(|^y^ 




[S. M.] Tune— "(?foittfe.»' '' MormngUm?^ 

1 Blest are the pure in heai 

For they shall see our 
The secret of the Lord 
Their soul is his abode. # / 

2 Still, to the lowly soul * -f '^ j 

He doth himself impart, ' ' ^^^^ 

And, for his temple and his throne, / 
Selects the pure in heart. I^^^'^i,/}^^ /f'^li 

' 4r ^ ^"T "" 
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82 Heaven^-^^/r,^ iM ^ 

[C. M.] Tra^«'^«d*^ j^^ 

1 There is an hour of peaceful rest^ /^^^ 

To mourning wanderers given \9H/yii a/T H ^^ 

There is a tear for souls distressoii; ^ 

A balm for every wounded breast — 
T is found alone in heaven. 

There is a home for weary souls, 

By sin and sorrow driven :— 
When tossed on life's tempestuous shoals, 
Where storms arise and ocean rolls, 

And all is drear but heaven; I 

3 Then faith lifts up the tearless eye, 
Th9 heart with anguish riven ; 

It views the tempest passing by, 
Sees evening shadows quickly fly. 
And all serene in heaven. 

4 There fragrant flowers immortal bloom, 
^ And joys supreme are given ; 

There rays divine disperse the gloom ; 
Beyond the dark and narrow tomb. 
Appears the dawn of heaven. 

W. B. Tappak.* 



Tyrolese Evening Hymn. 

[(to &78.] AiB-^*' Oomt to the sunset tree,''* 

1 Come to the sunset tree ! 
The day is past and gone ; 
The woodman's axe lies free, 
A nd the reapers' work is done. 

•Bom in BeTerly, Mass., 1796, and died in 1849. 
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The twilight star to heaven, 

And the summer dew to flowers, 

Arid rest to us is given 
By the oool soft evening hours. 

2 Sweet is the hour of rest ! 

Pleasant the wood's low sigh^ 
And the gleaming of the west, 

And the turf whereon we lie. 
When the burden and the heat 

Of labor's task are o'er. 
And kindly voices greet 

The tired one at his door. 

3 Yes, tuneful is the sound 

That dwells in whispering botighd ; 
Welcome the freshness round^ 

And the gale that fans our brows. 
But rest more sweet and still 

Than ever night-fall gave, 
Our longing hearts shall fill 

In the world beyond the grave. 

4 There shall no tempest blow, 

No scorching noontide beat; 
There shall be no more snow. 

No weary wandering feet; 
So we lift our trusting eyes 

From the hills our fathers trod. 
To the quiet of the skies, 

To the Sabbath of our God. 

Mrs. F. Hehans. 
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84 Saturday Evening. 

[78.] Tune — " Safdy through another weeifc." 

1 S^FELT through another week, 
'^God has brought us on our way ; 

Let us now a blessing seek 

On the approaching Sabbath day ; 
Day of all the week the best, 
Emblem of eternal rest 

2 Mercies, multiplied each hour, 

THrough the week our praise demand ; 
Guarded by thy mighty power. 

Fed and guided by thy hand. 
From our worldly cares set free. 
May we rest this night in thee. 

3 When thQ morn shall bid us rise, 

May w^ ieel thy presence near ; 
May thy glory meet our eyes, 

When we in thy house appear ; 
Blest may all our Sabbaths prove, 
Till i^e join the church above. 

Christian Psalmist. 



85 13ie Meeting of the Waters. 

[128.] AiB — ^^Arahy's Dandier." 

1 There is not in this wide world a valley so sweet. 
As the vale in whose bosom the bright waters meet; 
O the last ray of feeling and life must depart, 
Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from my 

heart; 
Yet it was not that nature had shed o'er the scene 
Her purest of crystal and brightest of green, — 
rr was not the soft magic of streamlet or hill, 
Oh no ! it was something more exquisite still : 
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2 'Twas the friends, the heloved of my hosom were 

near, 
Who made each dear scene of enchantment more 

dear; 
And who felt how the blest charms of nature 

improve. 
When we see them reflected from looks that we 

love; 
Sweet vale of Ovoca ! how calm could I rest 
In thy bosom of shade with the friends I love best, 
Where the storms which we feel in this cold world 

shall cease, 
And our hearts like thy waters be mingled in peace. 

T. Moore* 
86 Heav6nc4^ Vt^ /^. 

[CM.] Tune— "^rKfifl^." '' AJbioq^ 



1 When I can read mytineMur'^ fif f r / 

To mansions in the skie^^y^^^ ,^ JL ": 
I »11 bid farewell to every f^lfr^M,gyii 
And wipe my weeping ^yes. , 

. /'^■^')\>^^ . h , 

2 Let cares like a wild deluge C0me, ' 



And storms of sorrow fall ; 
ay I but safely reach my home, 
My God, my heaven, my all ; — 



3 There shall I bathe my weary soul 
In seas of heavenly rest ; 
And not a wave of trouble roll 
Across my peaceful breast 

Dr. Watts. 
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87 Tnut in Providence. 

[C. M.] AiB— " Tfte Pilot." 

1 O, Pilot 't is a fearful night ; 

There 's danger on the deep, 
1 11 come and pace the deck with thee -^ 

I do not dare to sleep. 
" Go down," the sailor cried, " go down, 

This is no place for thee. 
Fear not, but trust in Providence, 

Wherever thou mayest be." 

2 Ah, Pilot, dangers often met, 

We all are apt to slight, 
And thou hast known these raging waves 

But to subdue their mi^ht 
** It is not apathy !" he cried, 

^ That gives Uiis strength to me ; 
Fear not, but trust in Providence, 

Wherever thou mayest be." 

3 ^* On such a night the sea engulfed 

My father's lifeless form ; 
My ouly brother's boat went down 

In just so wild a storm. 
And such perhaps may be my fate ; 

But still I say to thee ! 
Fear not, but trust in Providence, 

Wherever thou mayest be." 

T. H. Batlet. 



88 The Vanity of the World. 

[L. M.] Tune — ^'Avemo." 

1 How vain is all beneath the ski 
How transient every earthly bliss ! 
How slender all the fondest ties. 
That bind us to a world like this ! 
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2 The erentng cload — the moroing dew — 

The wicbering gnm — the fading flower- 
Of earthly hopes are emblems true — 
The glory of a passing hour! 

3 Bot, though earth's fairest blossoms die, 

And all beneath the skies ia vain. 
There is a land, whose confines lie 
Beyond the reach of care and pain. 

4 Then let the hope of joys to come 

Dispel our cares, and chase oar feais ; 
If God be ours, we 're travelling home, 
Though passing through a vale of tears. 

Ch. Psaijiodt. 

89 '' Wben dia)l we^ ]Q0et agaiiL'' 

[6s & 68.] TuNB — Seethe '^ Choirs'* p. 829. 

1 Whkh shall we meet again ? 

Meet ne'er to sever ? 
When will peace wreathe her chain 

Round us for ever ? 
Our hearts will ne'er repose, 
Safe from each blast that blows. 
In this daik vale (rf* woes — 

WsLver — no, never ! 

3 When shall love freely flow, 
Pure as life's river 1 
* * WhjBn shall sweet friendship glow, 

. , : ►• Changeless for ever.' 

Where ioj^s celestial thrill, 
Wh^re bliss each heart sTjall All, 
And fears'bf pSrting cliill — 
Jieyet — no^ never ! 
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3 Up to that world of light 

Take us, dear Saviour ; 
May we all there unite, 

Happy for ever : 
Where kindred spirits dwell, 
There may our music swell, 
And time our joys dispel — 

Never — no, never ! 

4 Soon sfaaH we meet again. 

Meet ne'er to sever ; 
Soon will peace wreathe her chain 

Round us for ever ; 
Our hearts will then repose 
Secure from worldly woes, 
Our songs of praise shall close — 

Never — no, never ! 



90 The Light-House. 

[lis & lOs.] Air — See MngsUy'9 8, Qioir, vol. 2^p* 126. 

1 The scene was more beautiful far to m^ eye. 

Than if day in its pride had arrayed it ; 
The land breeze blew mild, and the azure arched 
sky 
Looked pure as the Spirit that made it ; 
The murmur rose sofV, as I silently gazed, 

In the shadowy waves' playful motion, 
From the dim, distant hill, till the light-house fire 
blazed, 
Like a star in the midst of the ocean. 

2 No longer the joy of the sailor-boy*s breast 

Was heard in his wildly-breathed numbers ; 
The sea-bird had flown to her wave-girdled nest ; 
The fisherman sunk to his slumbers. 
6 
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One moment I looked from the hill's gentle slop< 
All hushed was the billows' commotion — 

And thought that the light-house looked lovely as 
hope, 
That star of life's tremulous ocean. 

3 The time is long passed, and the scene is afar, 
Yet, when my head rests on its pillow, 
Will memory sometimes rekindle the star 
That blazed on the breast of the billow. 
In life's closing hour, when the trembling soul flies. 

And death stills the heart's last emotion, — - 
O ! then may the seraph of mercy arise. 
Like a star on eternity's ocean ! 

T. Moore. 



91 Petition for Divine Favors. 

[L. M.] fmi^^5^ j^y 

1 As every day thy mercy ^a^,^*^ ^. fwjmi 
Will bring its trials, or its cares, 

O, Father, till my life shall end. 
Be thou my counsellor and friend; 
Teach me thy statutes all divine. 
And let thy will be always mine. 

2 When each day's scenes and labors close, 
And wearied nature seeks repose. 

With pardoning mercy richly blest, 
Guard me, my Father, while I rest: 
And as each morning sun shall rise, 
O lead me onward to the skies ! 

3 And at my life's last setting sun, 
My conflicts o'er, my labors done — 
Father, thine heavenly radiance shed 
To cheer and bless my dying bed; 
And from death's gloom my spirit raise, 
" To see thy face and sing thy praise." 

Christian Psalmist. 
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92 *' Oh, how Brightly." 

Tune — " Swiss Boy^ 

*1 O! how brightly, how brightly the sun moves 
along, 
From the east to the west, through the sky ; 
O ! how lovely, how lovely the moon looks among 
All the stars as they sparkle on high. 
These glorious lights to us were given, 
To raise our thoughts from earth to heav'n : — 
O! how brightly, how brightly they all move 
along, 
Shedding light o'er the world from on high. 

2 O ! how swiftly, how swiftly the bird flies away. 

To his home in the tall forest tree ; 
O, how sweetly, how sweetly he sings all the day. 
And is happy as happy can be ! 
'T is thus he tells of favors given. 
And while he sings, he soars to heav'n : — 
Oh! how sweetly, how sweetly he sings all the day, 
In his nest on the tall forest tree. 

3 And the roses, the roses and lilies so fair. 

Which we pluck from the green fields in May, 
Fill with fragrance, with n'agrance, the fresh 
morning air. 
And to us as they bbom, seem to say. 
By whom their sweet perfume was given. 
And thus they send it back to heav'n: — 
O ! the roses, the roses, and lilies so fair. 
Fill the air, fill the air, all the day. 
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93 Prayer at entering SehooL 

[S. M.] TuKB — " BoyUton:''' Watchman^ 

1 Lord, lead my heart ^^^^&^ if^Y/^^^ 

Prepare my ears tohear j.^^- ' .' ^ 
And let me useful knowledge^ 90i0K, \^ Ji, 
In thy most holy fear. , ^'J' ^ \ 

2 If unforgiven sin 

Within my bosom lies, - * ' 

Or evil motives linger there 
T' offend thy perfect eyes, 

3 Remove them far away, — 

Inspire me with thy love. 
That I may please thee here below, 
And dwell with thee above. 

Mrs. L. H. Sigournet. 



91 Evening Aspiration. 

[78 & 48.] Tune — Bet Hit " Ckwr^^ p, 820. 

God, that madest earth and heaven, 

Darkness and light ! 
Who the day for toil hast given. 

For rest the night ! 
May thine angel guards defend us. 
Slumber sweet thy mercy send us. 
Holy dreams and hopes attend us, 

This livelong night 

Bp. Hbber. 
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93 Prayer for Divine hMLc^ti^^uJl^^ if 

fO. It] TuNK— "jDedftoOT." ''aarend&.*' j 

1 Be thou, O God ! by night, by ^f^^'^^ ^. i ( (■ 
My Guide, my Guard from ^vsif^^h /^ ^ /^^ 
My Life, my Trust, my Light piyiQej* • 
To keep me pure within. ,./{ ^ <,/^ :'y. 



" I 



2 Pure as the air, when day's first light 

A cloudless sky illumes, 
And active as the lark, that soars 
Till heaven shines round its plumes. 

3 So may my soul, upon the wings 

Of faith unwearied rise. 
Till at the gate of heaven it sings] 
'Midst light from patadise.: 



96 Let ns Love One Anofher. 

[128.] AiB — "^r%'s Daughter.'* 

1 Let us love one another — not long may we stay 
In this bleak world of mourning— >- so brief is life'a 

day; 
Some fade ere 't is noon, and few linger till eve ; 
Oh ! there breaks not a heart but leaves some one 

to grieve; 
And the fondest, the purest, the truest that met, 
Have still found the need to forgive aiid forget ; 
Then oh! though the hopes that we nourished 

decay. 
Let us love one another as long as we stay. 



70 SACRED SONGS. 



2 There are hearts like the ivy — ^though all be 

decayed, 
Which it seemed to clasp fondly in sunlight and 

shade ; 
Yet drop not its leaves — but still gaily they spread, 
Undimmed 'midst the blighted, the lonely and dead; 
And the mistletoe clings to the oak, not in part, 
But with leaves closely round it — the root in its 

heart. 
Exists but to twine it, and drink the same dew, 
Or to fall with its loved oak and perish there too. 

3 Thus we'll love one another, midst sorrow the worst, 
Unaltered and fond as we loved at the first — 
Though the false wing of pleasure may change 

and forsake. 
And the bright urn of wealth into particles break ; 
There are some sweet affections that earth cannot 

buy. 
That cling but the closer when sorrow draws nigh, 
And remain with us yet, though all else pass away — 
Yes — we 'Jl love one another as long as we stay. 



97 The Goodneo of Ood.«<^4//;^ 

[Ts.] Tune — " Wimot,'' 

1 Let us with a joyful mind. 
Praise the Lord, for he is kind ; 
For his mercies shall endure. 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 

52 He, with all commanding might. 
Filled the new made world with light : 
For his mercies shall endure. 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 

* Vide Pb. czzztl This hymxi yna 'w^Vtoa nt^au Uia author waa 
butjOfteen yean of age. 
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3 He his chosen race did bless 
Tn the wasteful wilderness ; 
For his mercies shall endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 

4 He hath, with a piteous eye, 
Looked upon our misery ; 
For his mercies shall endure. 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 

5 All things living he doth feed ; 
His full hand supplies their need : 
For his mercies shall endure. 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 

6 Let us therefore warble forth 
His high majesty and worth ; 
For his mercies shall' endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 

John Milton. 

98 Sweet is the Scene. 

[L. M.] Tune— "Mi^efand." "5eJrofi." 

1 Sweet is the scene when Christians die. 
When sinks a righteous soul to rest, — 
How mildly beams the closing eye, 

How gently heaves the expiring breath. 

S So fades a summer cloud away ; 

So sinks the gale when storms are o'er; 
So gently shuts the eye of day ; 
So dies a wave along the shore. 

3 Triumphant smiles the victor's brow. 
Fanned by some angel's purple wing ;, 
Where is, O, grave ! thy victory now ? 
And where, insidious deaths ih^ ^tvck^? 
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90 The Eoiur of Ftayer. 

[7s.] Tune — See KingaUy^s 8. Choir, vol, l.p, 84. 

1 Child, amidst the flowers at play. 
While the red light fades away ; 
Mother, with thine earnest eye, 
Ever following silently ; 
Father, by the breeze of eve, 
Called thy harvest work to leave, 
Pray ! ere yet the dark hours be, 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 

2 Traveller, in the stranger's land. 
Far from thine own household band ; 
Mourner, haunted by the tone 

Of a voice from this world gone ; 
Captive, in whose narrow cell, 
Sunshine hath not leave to dwell ; 
Sailor, on the darkening sea. 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 

3 Warrior, that from battle wqn, 
Breathest now at set of sun ; 
Woman, o'er the lowly slain, 
Weeping on his burial plain ; 
Ye that triumph, ye that sigh, 
Kindred by one holy tie ; 
Heaven's first star alike ye see — 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 

Mrs. F. HxBfANS. 




k 



100 !rhe Glory of God. 

[L. M.] Tune — " Oepha$J' 

1 The spacious firmament on high, 
With all the blue ethereal sky, 
And spangled heavens, a shining frame. 
Their great Original proclaim. 

*VuleT8, JO, 
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Th' unwearied sun, from day to day, 
Does bis Creator's power display, 
And publishes to every land 
The work of an Almighty hand. 

2 Soon as the evening shades prevail, 
The moon takes up the wondrous tale, 
And nightly, to the listening earth. 
Repeats the story of her birth ; — 
While all the stars that round her bum, 
And all the planets in their turn. 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, 

And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

3 What ! though in solemn silence all 
Move round this dark terrestrial ball — 
What ! though nor real voice, nor sound 
Amid their radiant orbs be found — 

• In reason's ear they all rejoice. 
And utter forth a glorious voice ; 
For ever singing as they shine, 
" The hand that mads us is Divine." 

Joseph Addison. 

101 The Birth of fhe Savioiu:. dtim^^ tA 

[88 & 7s.] TUNK — "^»a." " 1^»74&.»* , 

1 Hark ! what mean those holy voicel^ "^^^ ^ ' ' < 

Sweetly sounding through the skies ? 
Lo ! the angelic host rejoices ; 
Heavenly hallelujahs rise. 

2 ^ear them tell the wondrous st<H7, 

Hear them chant in hymns of joy, 
" Glory in the highest, glory. 
Glory be to G^ imost high." 
7 
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3 Peace on earth, good will from heaven. 

Reaching far as man is found ; 
*< Souls redeemed, and sins forgiven," 
Loud our golden harps shall sound. 

4 Christ is bom, the great annointed ; 

Heaven and earth his praises sing ; 
Oh, receive whom God appointed. 
For your Prophet, Priest^ and King. 

5 Haste ye mortals to adore him ; 

Learn his name and taste his joy, 
Till in heaven ye sing before him, 
Glory be to God most high. 

Cawood. 

102 The Matin Hour of Devotion. ^^ g 

[L.M.] TuHE— "/Zto." ''Ashfofyf^i/^ 

1 Ere falls the stealing step of dawn,(l?'^/^Ai^ 
The night's soft dew on her brown wingBTlf 
Upriseth From her nest, the larki^^t^^^tX //i^' 
And soaring to the sunlight, sings. 

/^2 Thus may my soul sing on, and soar 

Where sight tracks not her flight sublime, 

\ Mom, noon, sweet eve, and ever in 

This cool and fragrant hour of prime. 

3 Por though the world enclose me round. 

Strong Faith can carry me abroad, 
Where shines my home, — Jerusalem, 
The glorious dwelling-place of Godi ) 

4 Then let my soul sing on and soar 

Above the world, beyond all time, 
And dwell in that pure light, and breathe 
The a:irfrom that celestial clime. 
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5 Sing on and soar, sing on and soar 

Till, through the crystal gates of heaven, 
No longer closed in upper skies, 
Thou enter in to sing, Forgiven ! 

103 Our Eefoge in Temptation.'<'^^«;t^9^ 

[78.] Tune — ''RoseuAfh^ ^^Jr/^< 

J Jesus, lover of my soul, ^Jf^ /y*^//^«v< 

Let me to thy bosom Ay, f*^ '^X^i *^7 
While the raging billows ^oAAL^^ iL/m t^^Z A 

While the tempest still is liighi/ ffy/Tf^ ^ 
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, ^ too. i 

Till the storm of life is pas^;''^ ' - /J ; , // ^' 
Safe into the haven guide ; v^^ .!i / S: } , a | ^ 

O, receive my soul at last ^/- ' / 

2 Other refuge have I none, — 

Hangs my helpless soul on thee 
Leave, ah ! leave me not alone ; 

Still support and comfort me ; 
All my trust on thee is stayed ; 

All my help from thee I bring : 
Cover my defenceless head 

With the shadow of thy wing. 

W. COWPER. 

104 Betirement 

[CM.] Tune— "Gwen^ry." ''Lma," 

1 The calm retreat, the silent shade, 
With prayer and praise agree, 
And seem by thy sweet bounty made 
For those that follow Thee. 



• «Ck)me onto me all ye that labor, and are heayy laden, and I ^ 
[IlslT<»7oareet."^JnoB Ohbus. ^ 
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2 There, if thy spirit touch the soul 
And grace her mean abode, 

O, with what peace, and joy, and love. 
She communes with her God. 

3 There, like the nightingale, she pours 
^ Her solitary lays, 

... Nor asks a witness to her song. 
Nor thirsts for human praise. 

W. COWPER. 



105 Morning Deyotion. 

[lis & 8s.] Tune— •* Oome ye dUcatuokOe," 

1 Father of mercies, when the day is dawning. 

Then will I ptty my vows to thee ; 
Like incense wafled on the breath of morning, 
My heart-felt praise to thee shall be. 

2 Yes — thou art near me sleeping or waking. 

Still doth thy love unchanged remain, 
Where'er I wander, thy ways R)rsaking, 
Oh gently lead me back again. 



106 Saturday Evening. 

[L. M.] Tune — " «. Pa«&." " PakHme,'' 

m 

1 Sweet is the last, the parting ray. 
That ushers placid evening in. 

When with the still expuring day, 
The Sabbath's peaceful hours begin : 

How grateful to the adxious breast 
The sacred hours of holy rest ! 



I 
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2 Hushed is the tumult of the day, 

And worldly cares and business cease, 
While soft the vesper breezes play. 

To hymn the glad return of peace ! 
Delightful season, kindly given 

To turn the wandering thoughts to heaven* 

3 Oft as this peaceful hour shall come. 

Lord, raise my thoughts from earthly things 
And bear them to my heavenly home, 

On faith and hope's celestial wings — 
Till the last gleam of life decay 

In one eternal Sabbath day. 

107 ' A Wanung from the Graye. 

[CM.] TuNB--"J7ea<A." ''Ac^ukntV* ^ 

1 Beneath our feet and o'er our head 
Is equal warning given : 
Beneath us lie the countless dead, 
Above us is the heaven ! 



2 Death rides on every passing breeze, 

And lurks in every flower ; 
Each season has its own disease. 
Its peril every hour. 

3 Turn, mortal, turn ! — thy dangers know : 

Where'er thy foot can tread 
The earth rings hollow from below. 
And warns thee of her dead ! 

Bp. Heber. 
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108 God Our Shepherd. %^4^^. 

Tune — ** Toakley." " Gentle Sh^i^^artL'*,' 
Bee Naron's" Vocal ClaM Book^*liiS^ ' ^ "^ jf-^ 

1 Thk Lord my pasture shall prepare, * ^i 
And feed me with a shepherd's care ; 

His presence shall my wants supply, 
And ^ard me with a watchful eye : 
My noon-day walks he shall attend, 
And all my midnight hours defend. 

2 When in the sultry glehe I faint, 
Or on the thirsty mountain pant. 
To fertile vales, and dewy meads 
My weary, wandering steps he leads ; 
Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow, 
Amid the verdant landscape flow. 

8 Though in the ^aths of death I tread, 
With gloomy horrors overspread, * ^ .^ i^ 
My steadfast heart shall fear no ill. 
For thou, O Lord, art with me still : 
Thy friendly crook shall give me aid, 
And guide me through the dreadful shade. : 

4 Though in a bare and rugged way. 
Through devious, lonely wilds I stray, 
Thy presence shall my pains beguile : 
The barren wilderness shall smile. 
With sudden greens and herbage crowned. 
And streams shall murmur all around. 

Joseph Addison. 

* Vide Fs. xzui. 
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109 The World of Light*<^ ^ ^ , - 

[S. M. J Tune — " Lcibaa '» « i^r^^^f^/' A^ • 

1 Far from these sceDes oimSvSf^f^ ^^ i j-.^ y y/ 



Unbounded glories rise, 

And realms of infinite deligh 

Unknown to mortal eyes. 

2 There sickness never comes 

There grief no more complins ; 
Health triumphs in immortal bloom, 
And purest pleasure reigns. 




^ 




3 No strife nor envy there 

The sons of peace molest; 
But harmony and love sincere 
Fill every happy breast 

4 No cloud those regions know, 

Forever bright and fair ; 
For sin the source of moitai woe, 
Can never enter there. . 

5 O may this prospect fire 

Our hearts with ardent love, 
And lively faith and strong desire 
Bear every thought above. 

Mrs. Anne Steele. 



110 . Delight in fhe Worship of Ood^ ^ 

Tune — "JforeA." '' Amf^^ f 

1 We love thy holy temple Lord, 
For there thou deign'st to dwell ; 
And there the heralds of thy word 
Of all thy mercies tell. 

* Vide Isaiah xxzm. 17. 
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2 There, in ihj pure and cleansing founts 

Washed from each guilty stain, 
Our souls on wings of faith shall momit 
To heaven's eternal fane. 

3 Around thine altar we will knee) 

In penitence sincere, 
A Saviour's mercy deeply feel, 
And words of pardon hear ; — 

4 Or, mingling with the choral throng, 

Our joyful voices raise. 
And pour the full, melodious song. 
In notes of grateful praise. 

Pratt's Coli.. 



Ill Erne.* 

[L. M.] Tune— "i>Mn/eW." '^Brighton,'* 

1 Time speeds away — away — away; 
Another hour — another day — 
Another month — another year — 
Drop from us like the leaflets sear ; 
Drop like the life-blood from our hearts : 
The rose-bloom from the cheek departs, 
The tresses from the temples fall. 

The eye grows dim and strange to all. 

2 Time speeds away — away — away ; 
Like torrent in a stormy day, 

\ He undermines the stately tower, 
Uproots the tree and snaps the flower ; 
And sweeps from our distracted breast 
The friends that loved — the friends that bless'd ; 
And leaves us weeping on the shore, 
To which they can return no more. 

i n ■ I « I ■ ■ I I . . ■■ . I I 

•Fu2< Job a. 25, 26. 
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3 Time speeds away — away — away ; 
No eagle through the skies of day, 
No wind, along the hills can flee 
So swiflly, or so smooth as he ; 
Like fiery steed — from stage to stage 
He bears us on — from youth to age ; 
Then plunges in a fear&l sea 
Of fathomless eternity. Dr. Knox. 

[CM.] Am— " Auld Lang Syne,*^ L ^ 

1 There is a place of waveless rest, ^'^^^^^Jj^ 

Far, far beyond the skies, ^ijftaif4^SF/^M^ 

Where beauty smiles eternally, ]^ r"i 

And pleasure never dies; 
My Father's house, my heavenly home ! 

Wher& V many mansions ' stand, 
Prepared by hands divine, for all 

Who seek * the better land.' 

2 When tossed upon the waves of life, 

With fear on every side, — 
When fiercely howls the gathering storm, 

And foams the angry tide ; 
Beyond the storm, beyond the gloom, 

Breaks forth the light of morn. 
Bright beaming from my Father's house. 

To cheer the soul forlorn. 

3 In that pure home of tearless joy. 

Earth's parted friends shall meet. 
With smiles of love that never fade, 

And blessedness complete ; 
There, there adieus are sounds unknown. 

Death frowns not on that scene, 
But life, and glorious beauty, shine, 

Untroubled and serene. 

Robert Turnbull. 
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113 MyBteries of Providence. *!^;^JS! 

[C. M.] TuwB— "^rKn^tofi." "J5<SWiHtf^< 

God moves in a mysterious way, y 
His wonders to perform ; . , j^t/\-y i 

He plants his footsteps in the sea!^ , 
And rides upon the storm. / , 

2 Deep in unfathomable mine;} jy ^ 

Of never-failing skill, /-f^^^^ ^^ ^ 
He treasures up his bright designs, 
And works his sovereign will. » 

r3 Judge not the Lord by feeble sense. 
But trust him for his grace ; 
Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. 



^ 



4 His purposes will ripen fast. 

Unfolding every hour ; 
The bud may have a bitter taste, 
But sweet will be the flower, i V 

5 Blind unbelief is sure to err, 

A nd scan his work in vain : 
God is his own interpreter. 
And he will make it plain. 

W. COWPEK. 

114 The Sky Lark. 

[L. M.] Tune— "JKn^Aaw." 

1 The sky-lark, when the dews of morn 
Hang tremulous on flower and thorn. 
And violets round his nest exhale 
Their fragrance on the early ^ale. 
To the first sunbeam spreads his wings, 
Buoyant with joy, and soars, and sings. 



* Vor the theme of this fine hymn, see John im. 7. 
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2 He rests not on the^afy spray, 
' To warble his exulting lay, 

But high above the morning cloud 
^ Mounts in triumphant freedom proud. 
And swells, when nearest to the sky, 
His notes of sweetest ecstacy. 

3 Thus, my Creator ! thus the more 
My spirit's wing to Thee can soar. 
The more she triumphs to behold 
Thy love in all thy works unfold. 
And bids her hymns of rapture be 
Most glad, when rising most to Thee. 

Mrs. F. Hemanb. 



115 Meeting of School. 

[ds & 88.] AiB — See Boston 8. 8. Book,p, 87. 

1 To all our loved circle a greeting ! 

Here joyful and true we unite ; 
While here in all harmony meeting. 
The roses of life shall bloom bright 

2 Yet, springeth the rose bush, Oh ! never ! 

Without th» rude thorn on its bough ; 
The^summer breeze stays not for ever, 
For soon will the winter wind blow. 

3 But Friendship shall drive away sadness. 

And love fill our bosoms with joy ; 
While singing together in gladness. 
Our happiness none shall destroy. 
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116 Ten me, Wanderer! 

[8s & 7s.] ' Ant — 

1 Tell me, wanderer ! wildly ro 

From the path that leads to peace. 
Pleasure's false enchantments lovi 
When will thy delusion cease ? 

2 Once, like thee, by joys surrounded, 
I, too, knelt at pleasure's shrine ; 

Once, too, all my hopes were founded 
In delights as false as thine ! 




^ 



'^ 



3 Then — the moments flew unheeded. 
As the wave that rolls along ; 
Soon as one bright hope succeeded. 
Came another smiling on! 

.4 But those cloudless hours that blessed me, 
^ Vanished as a dream when o'er ; 
> And the world that once caressed me^ 
Charmed me with its smiles no more^ 

5 Such is pleasure's transient story ! — 
Lasting happiness is known 
Only in the pa.th to glory ! — 
In the Saviour's love alone. 

117 The End of Affliction. 

{lis &.^.l Tune— "J5*€««." 

1 ^Hfe 'jgrlobm of the night adds a charm to the mom, 

Stern winter the spring-time endears, 
And the darker the cloud on which it is drawn, 
The brighter the rainbow appears. 

2 So trials and sorrows the Christian prepare, 
For the rest that remaineth above ; 

On earth tribulation awaits him, but there 
The smile of unchangeable love. Ford. 
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118 The Winter is Over.* 

[88.] Tone — " Spring.'' 

1 The winter is oyer and gone, 

The thrush whistles sweet on the spray, 
The turtle breathes forth her soft moan, 
The lark mounts and warbles away. 

2 Shall every creature around 

Their voices in concert unite, 
And I the most favored, be found. 
In praising, to take less delight? 

3 Awake, then, my harp, and my lute ! 

Sweet organs, your notes softly swell ! 
No longer my lips shall be mute, 
The Saviour's high praises to tell ! 

4 His love in my heart shed abroad. 

My graces shall bloom as the spring ; 
This temple, his Spirit's abode. 
My joy, as my duty, to sing. 



Hawes. 



119 When the Orb of Mom. 

[88 & 78.J TujiE— " When 




1 When the orb of morn e 

Hill and mountain, mead and dell ; 
When the dim horizon brightens, 

And the serried clouds dispel ; 
And the sun-flower, eastward bending. 

Its fidelity to prove ; — 
Be thy gratitude ascending 

Unto hiffl whose name is Love. 

* Vide Cant. n. IL 



m 
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2 When the vesper-star is beaming 

In the coronet of even ; 
And the lake and river gleaming, 

With the ruddy hues of heaven ; 
When a thousand notes are blending 

In the forest and the grove ; — 
Be thy gratftude ascending 

Unto him whose name is Love. 

3 When the stars appear in millions 

In the portals of the west, 
Brightly spangling the pavilions 

Where the blessed are at rest ; 
When the milky-way is glowing 
In tlie cope of heaven above ; — 

4^ thy^ratitudfibe flowing 

^"^^o himj^ptro^b-jiaaie^ is Love. 

Vedder. 




120 Landed be Iw Name fi>r ever. 

[8s.] Tune— See the ^^PsaUery,'' p. 252. 

1 Lauded be thy name forever, 
Thou of life the guard and giver ! 
Thou who slumberest not, nor sleepest, 
Blest are they thou kindly keepest 1 
God of stillness and of motion, 

Of the rainbow and the ocean, 
Of the mountain, rock and river, 
Lauded be thy name forever ! 

2 God of evening's yellow ray, 
God of yonder dawning day. 
Rising from the azure sea, 
Like breathings of eternity, — 
Thine the flaming spheres of light — 
Thine the darkness of the night ; 
God of life that fadeth never, 
Lauded be thy name forever ! 
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— ^ 

121 An Autumnal ^OTis.Jj^f^^/^Sf 

[8s & 7s.] Tune — " J?aZ/." " GreenviUe.'* 

1 See the leaves around us falling, 

Dry and withered to the ground ; 
Thus to thoughtless mortals calling, 
In a sad and solemn sound : 

2 " Youth, on length of days presuming, 

Who the paths of pleasure tread. 
View us, late in beauty blooming, 
Numbered now among the dead. 

3 " What though yet no losses grieve you — 
Gay with health and many a grace ; 

Let not cloudless skies deceive you. 
Summer gives to Autumn place." 



^ 4 On the tree of life eternal 

\ Let our highest hopes be stayed. 

This alone, forever vernal, 
^ Bears a leaf that shall not fade. 

Bp. Horne. 

122 Parting Hymn at School^ 

[lOs.] Tune — " Savantiah,'* 

1 Once more to thee, O God of love and power, 
« In whom alone all creatures live and move, 
•' We cfome together, in this parting hour. 

Thine aidio ask — thy soothing grace to prove. 

2 Soon must we turn our tearful eyes away 

From scenes to faithful memory well endeared 
By record fair of many a happy day, 
Of loved Companions, and of Guides revered. 

* Composed and sung at an anniTeirsary of Bradford Female 
Seminary. 
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3 Conflicting; thoughts, in strong and rapid tide, 

At once constrain us to rejoice and grieve ; 
Hope and regret our struggling hearts divide, — 
The homes we long for, and the friends we leave. 

4 Father ! accept our grateful song of praise. 

For the pure pleasure we have tasted here ; 
And shine thou now on our divergent ways. 
Our steps to guide, our drooping souls to cheer. 

5 On swifl, though sofl and silent, pinions home, 

The fair and fragrant morn of life departs ; 
Nor shall its brilliant visions e'er return 
To soothe the pain of disappointed hearts ! 

6 Yet there's one hope shall never fail — 

One spring of comfort that shall never dry ! 
That hope is anchored fast, " within the vail " — 
That spring is flowing from the throne on high. 

7 O, be that heavenly hope, that comfort, ours ! 

Here at thy footstool, as we humbly bend. 
We yield our souls with all their deathless powers, 
And choose thee as our Guardian and our Friend. 

8 Through all the untried scenes of future years, 

Aid us this high and solemn vow to pay ; 
Till, far beyond this shadowy vale of tears, 
We meet to " live and love " in endless day ! 




123 Onr Father in Heaven. 

[«s & 6s. J Air—" Adeste, Fidelesy 

1 Our Father in heaven. 

We hallow thy name ! 
May thy kingdom holy 

On earth be the same ! 
O give to us daily 

Our portion of bread ; 
It is from thy bounty 

Thai all must be fed. 



<j;^caiS^ 
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2 Forgive our transgressions 
And teach us to know 
That humble compassion 

Which pardons each foe: 
Keep us from temptation, 
From weakness and sin, 
And thine be the glory 
For ever — Amen. 

Mrs. S. J. Hale. 



124 I wiU be Glad in fhe Lorgf^^!^^^f^ 



Tune— "i^tfl^/^ "TSj^nT^'jr f^^ 



HEW mornings nrsi ana naniowea ray ^ - / 

Breaks with its trembling \\^\^ii4.7^ I ^^7^L 
[) chase the pearly dews away^^ ^ ' ^^1 

Bright tear-drops of the jiight, — 



2 My heart, O Lord, forgets to rove. 

But rises gladly free. 
On wings of everlasting love. 
And finds its home in Thee. 

3 When evening's silent shades descend. 

And nature sinks to rest, 
Still to my Father and my Friend 
My wishes are addressed. 

4 Though tears may dim my hours of joy. 

And bid my pleasures fiee, 
Thou reign'st where grief cannot annoy, 
I will be glad in Thee. 



8 



90 
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125 



Lang Syne at Schod. 

AiB — *' AM Lang Syne. 



.- i 






1 Shall school acquaintance be forgot, ^ 
And never brought to mind ? /^^6 
Shall school acquaintance be forgot, 
And days of lang syne ? . , ^ 
For auld lang syne at school, 

For auld lang syne, 
We'll have a thought of kindness yet 
For auld lang syne. 



H We'ofl have run about the fields, / 
And culled the flowers so fine ; 
We'll ne'er forget these hours, when they 
Are auld lang syne. ^ ^ '" 
For auld lang syne, &c. 

3 We ofl have cheered each other's task, - 
From morn till day's decline, 

But memory's night shall never rest '> ^ 
On auld lang syne. 
For auld fang syne, &c. 

4 Then take the hand that now is warm, /' 
Within a hand of thine ; i 
No distant day shall lose the grasp ^^ <^ 
Of auld lang syne. 

For auld lang syne, &c. 
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126 Canadian Boat Song. 

[8s & 9s. J TuNB— «* Canadian Boat 8ong," 

1 Faintly as tolls the evening chime, 
Our voices keep tune and oars keep time, 
Soon as the woods on shore look dim, 
We'll cheerfully sing our parting hymn ; 
Row, brothers, row, the stream runs fast. 
The rapids are near and the daylight's past 

2 Why should we yet our sails unfurl ? 
There is not a breath the blue wave to curl ; 
But when the wind blows off the shore, 
Oh, sweetly, we'll rest our weary oar. 

Blow, breezes, blow, &c. 

3 Ut^was tide ! this trembling moon 
Shall see us float o'er thy surges soon; 
Father in heaven, hear our prayer. 
Grant us cool winds and favoring air ! 

Blow, breezes, blow, &c. 
T. Moore. 

127 Those Evening Bells. 

[L. M.] Tune — See Kingsky's 8. Choir, vol, 11. p, 20. 

1 Those evening bells — those evening bells- 
How many a tale their music tells 

Of youth, and home, and native clime. 
When I last heard their soothing chime. 

2 Those pleasant hours have passed away, 
And many a heart that then was gay. 
Within the tomb now darkly dwells. 
And hears no more those evening bells. 

3 And so 'twill be when I am gone : 
That tuneful peal will still ring on, 
When other bards shall Yra\k V.Vvoa« ^<^*&^ 

And Bins your praise, Bwee\. eNwi\T\s.\i^%. 
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12ft Harki tlie Vesper Hymn is Stealing. 

[8s & 7s.] Air — " Vesper hyrnn,** 

1 Hark, the vesper hymn is stealing 

O^er the waters, soft and clear — 
Nearer yet, and nearer pealing, 
Now it bursts upon the ear. 
Jubilate, Jubilate — Amen. 
Farther now, now farther stealing, 

Sofl it fades upon the ear. 
Farther now, &c. 

2 Now, like moonlight waves retreating 

To the shore, it dies along; 
Now like angry surges meeting, 
Breaks the mingled tide of song. 
Jubilate, Jubilate, — Amen. 
Hark again, like waves retreating 
To the shore it dies along. 
Hark again, &c. 

T. Moore. 



129 The Bainbow. 

[48 & lOs.] Tune — " Trust in Heaven,'' 

1 My soul were dark '^'^'^.Y 

But for the golden light and rainbow hue 
That, sweeping heaven with their triumphal arc, 
Break on the view. 

2 Enough to feel 

That God indeed is good ! enough to know 
Without the gloomy clouds he could reveal 
No beauteous \io^. 
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130 Save! Lard, or We Perish i^' 

[12s.] Tune — " ScoUcmd:' 

1 Whew through the torn sail the wild tempest is 

streaming, 
J When q'er the dark wave the red lightning is 
• * \ gleaming, 

Nor hope lends a ray, the poor seaman to cherish, 
We fly to our Maker ; " Save, Lord ! or we perish." 

2 O Jesus ! once rocked, on the breast of the billow, 
Aroused by the shriek of despair from thy pillow ; 
Now seated in glory, the mariner cherish, 

Who cries in his anguish, ''Save, Lord, or we 
perish." 

3 And, O ! when the whirlwind of passion is raging; 
When sin in our hearts its sad warfare is waging. 
Then send down thy grace, thy redeemed to 

cherish ; 
Rebuke the destroyer ; " Save, Lord, or we perish." 

Bf. Ueber. 

131 Peace! Troubled SouL b^^^:3{^/^^ 

[L. M.] Tuira~**Pafw«i^.'*^5^-n3<^ 

1 Peace, troubled soul, whose plaintive moan 
Hath taught these rocks the notes of woe ; 

Cease thy complaint — suppress thy groan, 
And let thy tears forget to flow ; 

Behold the precious balm is found, 

To lull thy pain, to heal thy wound. 

•Vide Matt, xvT.2f^, 
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2 Come, freely come, by sin oppressed^ 
Unburthen here thy weighty load ; 
Here find thy refuge and thy rest. 

And trust the mercy of thy God ; 
He is thy Saviour — glorious word ! 
For ever love and praise the Lord. 



0>Jl^'^tk 



132 Coronation. * 

[C. M.] TuwE— " Corona^on,'* by Holden. 

1 All hail the great Emmanuel's name ! 

Let angels prostrate fall ; 
Bring foith the royal diadem. 
And crown him Lord of all. 

2 Let every kindred, every tribe 

On this terrestrial ball, 
To him all majesty ascribe, 
And crown him Lord of all. 

3 O, that with yonder sacred throng, 

We at his feet may fall ; 
We '11 join the everlasting song, 
And crown him Lord of all. 

DuNCAfC. 

133 Death and Immortality. 

'■^ (8s& 48.] Tune— Vidt ''PsdU^ry;' p, 247. 

^ AlsoNaflon's " Vocal Claaa Book," p. 147. 

1 There is a calm for those who weep, 
A rest for weary pilgrims found ; 
They softly lie, and sweetly sleep, 
Low in the ground. 

— >4N« — 

*This hymn was a great &TOiite of the late Dr. Ihd^t. It ws 
Qften sung b/ the college choir while he, " catching, as it were, tl 
inspiration oi the heaTeidy mxxste. Mcrald |oin. and lead the 
Iff to the most ardent deToUou.^' Tide ttoa ''^ Ci\tfi\x^^ ^.^SV- 

f Vide Cant. m. 11. 
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S The storm that wrecks the winter's sky, 
No more disturbs their deep repose. 
Than summer evening's latest sigh, 
That shuts the rose. 

3 The soul, of origin divine; 

God's glorious image freed from clay," 
In heaven's eternal s^ere shall shine, 
A star of day. 

4 The sun is but a, spark of 6re, 

A transient meteor of the sky ; 
The soul, inimorlal as iU Sire, 
Shall never die ! 



131 "WhBi. Secret Hand at Koming liglitl ^y£ 

[CM.] Tdhb — "£flwB." ''PhUlipt.-'^C^fifx'/i'j 

1 Wa*T secret hand, at rooming lighfr^^ ^^%"'Hi'* 
By stealth unseals mine eve, G/4%M4^1k'^i^y. J 



By stealth unseals mine 

Draws back the curtain " 

And opens earth and 



"fey?- -A-..:'.;,,.' ■ , 



/S "T is thine, my God— the same that kept 
( My resting hours from harm ; 

No ill came nigh me, for I slept 



3 T is thine — my daily bread that hringe, 

Like 'maona scattered round, 
'. f Y ■\ 'And ctothes me as the lily springs 
Id beaaty from the ground. ) 

4 This is the band that shaped my frame. 

And gave my prite to beat, 
Tbat bare me oft thTouEhfioo&uA%KmK> 
Through tempeA, cui «A&^>m^. 



lit 



Am—'* limmame fnma 
See "SmsfOiH *<Toeal dam Book," fw €7. 

1 Tbbbb k • Inppif kmi^ 

Wbeie Minlv m gloiy itai^ 

Bright, bri^ u tt^. 
O, bow tbey sweetly sing, 
<^ Worthy is our Sayiour king, 
Loud let bis praises rin^ 

Praise^ inusatfor 190?* 

2 Come to the happy land,. 

Come^ come awaj^ ; 
Why will ye doubting stand? 

Why yet delay? 
O, we snail happy be, 
When from sin and sorrow firee, 
Lord, we shall live with thee, 

Blest, Meat fo aysw 

3 Bright in that happy land 

&ams every eye; 
Kept by a FaUiei^s hand^ 

Love eaimot die; 
Then* shall his: kingdom eome, 
Saints shaU share a glorious home, 
And bright above the sun, 

We reign for aye. 

AnoN. 
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139 A Koniing TLjaoL^^ff/^^^ 

[L. M.] TVNB— " /SifePnMM^^^ 4ma 

1 God of the morning, at thy yoic^Jtfjt^,^ ^4c#i^ 

The cheerful sun makes haste to nse, y^ 
And like a giant doth r^joicaJjji^jl^^ A ^^/&^rA 
To run his journey throu^meaKw/ 'V' ' *^ 

2 From the fair chambem of the eaaJ^^/^ H li^^ 

The circuit of his race begins, < 
And without weariness, or restj , * v^''^ ^ ' 
Round the whole earth he flies ijinia'dhines. < 



flie^ 

r 
\ 

3 O, like the sun may I fulfil , ; , 
The appointed duties of the 4^9 
With ready mind, and active will, 
March on and keep my heavei]iy iray. 

Dr, Watts. 

140 Evening Wordiip. 

[C. M.] TuKB— "^emn^r Smg:' * 

1 Now condescend, almighty King, 

To bless this little throng ; 
And kindly listen, while we sing 
Our pleasant evening song. 

2 We come to own thy power divine. 

That watches o'er our days ; 
For this our grateful voices join 
In hymns of cheerful praise. 

3 May we in safety sleep to-night, 

From every danger free ; 
Because the darkness and the light, 
Are both alike to thee. 



/•■■ 



• Tufe the " PsaJmodist," p. 108. 
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4 And when the rising sun displays 
'Hifl cheerfal beams abroad, 
Then shall our morning hymns of praise, 
\ jF "^^Declare thy goodness, Lord. 

'5 Brothers and sisters, band in hand, 
Qur lips together move ; 
Then smile upon this cheerful band 
And join our hearts in love. 

Miss Janb Tatlob. 



141 A Hational Hymn. 

AiB — ** Scots toha Aoe." 

1 ClimeI beneath whose genial sun 
Kings were quelled and freedom won : 
Where the dust of Washington 

Sleeps in glory's bed. 

2 Heroes from thy sylvan shade 

. Changed the plough for battle blade — 
Holy men for thee have prayed, — 
Patriot martyrs bled. 

3 Crownless Judah monms in gloom — 
Greece lies slumbering in the tomb— 
Rome hath shorn her eagle plume. 

Lost her conquering name. 

4 Youthful nation of the west. 
Rise ! with truer greatness blest, 
Sainted bands from realms of reist, 

Watch thy brighl^nvng {«xne. 
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5 Empire of the brave and free ! 
Stretch thy sway from sea to sea ; 
Who shall bid thee bend the knee, 

To a tyrant's throne. 

6 Knowledge is thine armor bright — 
Liberty thy beacon light — 

God himself thy shiem of might, 
Bow to him alone. 

Mrs. L. H. Sioournbt. 



142 0, Happy is fhe Han who Hean.* 

Tune — **^afeniia.'' /^ 

' 1 O, HAFFT is the man who^ears "^ t*^ 

Instruction's warnins^oice, 
And who celestial wisdom makes 
His early, only choice. 

• 

2 For she has treasures greater far 

I'han east or west unfold ; 
And her rewards more precious are. 
Than gems, or stores of gold. 

3 Her right hand offers to the just 

Immortal, happy days ; 
Her left, imperishable wealth, 
And heavenly crowns displays. 

4 And as her holy labors rise, 

So her rewards increase; 
Her ways are ways of pleasantness, 
And all her paths are peace. 

Dr. Watt*. 



♦ Vide Prov. m. 18—17. 
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113 Lofe Goa via iH jtmr M, ^^ 



] LoTC God with all joar aoo! and stiengii. 
With all jrour heut and miad ; 
And love your oeiglibor as yooiaelf — 
Beiaithfal,jiisC,aiid 



2 Deal with tnotber as yoa 'd have 
Another deal with yoa ; 
What you*re uo willing to receive 
Be sure yoa never mu . Da. Watts. 

144 Ee^ Obtained of God. dl$s^¥ 

f L. M.] TuxE — ""Eanifml^ J 

Vide Xaioii's •* Tool Ckas Book," ^ V^i^Mi /^ 7^ 

1 Great God, we sing that mighty 4iand, 
By which supported still we stand: / .^ . 

The opening year thy mercy shows ; /t 

Let mercy crown it till its close. 

fi By day, by night, at home, abroad, 
Still we are guarded by our God ; 
By his incessant bounty fed ; 
By his unerring counsel led. 

I 

I'l With ffrntcful hearts the pa^ we own: 
Tho I'liltire — all to us unknown — 
Wo to thy guardian care commit, 
And peaceful loave before thy feet 

Rippon's Col. 



■\ 



* Wl/#Arste. «n: 87-». 
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145 Power «nd GtwdaMs of G^^u^n^Jyf/i 



f. 



1 I sine the miglity power of GK>d 

ThAt made the mouMaizui rise 4 f/p^ ^'c: 
That spread the flowiiur seas ^iicoad, 
And built the lofty skies, /^i ;i^ ^. , ^ 

2 I sixiff the wisdom that ordained 

The sun to rule the dav ; 
The moon shines full at his command, 
And all the stars obey. 

3 I sing the goodness of the Lord, 

That filled the earth with food ; 
He formed the creatures by his word, 
And then pronounced them good ! 

4 There 's not a plant, or flower below 

But makes thy glories known ; 
And clouds arise, and tempests blow, 
By order from thy throne. 

Db. I. Watts. 



146 Christ fhe Shepherd of His Hook * 

[78.] TuHB— ."i>%€r« J^n.** 

1 Shepherd of thy little flock, 

Lead me to the shadowing rock ; 
Where the richest pasture grows. 
Where the living water flows. 

2 By that pure and silent stream, 

Sheltered from the scorching beam ; 
Shepherd, Saviour, Guardian, Gfnide, 
Keep me ever near thy side. 



*yideFB-oaL 
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.147 Hymi of Hatara^^icMf ^'^^^J^ 



^ 



f 



1 To thee, O God, in gnte^ftrp^SS^ ^^^ 
All Nature wakes himnonioas lays ; 
The rolling flood, beast, bird and bee 
Join in perpetual praise to Thee. 

2 The opening flower that scents the mom ; 
The breeze that bends Uie waving com ; 
The dew-drop trembling in the sun, 
Praise Thee tor all thy hand hath done. 

3 The mighty orbs that roll on high — 
The rainbow arching o'er the sky — 
The ocean's deep ami solemn tide, 

In ceaseless numbers praise their Guide. 

4 Heaven, Earth, and Iwu in one fflad song, 
Their Maker's glorious praise pnw>ng — 
And angels catch the strain above. 

And tune their golden harps to Love. 

/' 

5 Our tonnes. Great God, adoring Thee, 
Shall jom the general svmphony : 
While our Redeemer's loft)r praise 
Shall be the Chorus which we raise. 

E. Nason. 



148 Besignation. .^ 

[0. M.] TUNB — "fToiWWYfc." 

1 O, Thou, whose mercy guides my way, 
Though now it seems severe. 
Forbid my unbelief to w.7^ 
There m no meicy YieiwV ' 



■- I 



K f^ 
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2 O, Grant me to desire the pain 
That comes in kindness down, 
More than the world's supremest pain, 
Succeeded by a frown. 

8 Then though thoa bend my spirit low, 
Love only shall I see ; 
The very hand that strikes the blow, 
Was wounded once for me. 

fiB^ISIZOlf. 

149 KflQUBSiOilL 

Lord ! dismiss us with thy blessing, 

Hope and comfort from above ; 
Let us each, thy peace possessing. 

Triumph in reoeeming love. 
T]|anks. we give and adoration. 

For U2y g(^pel's iayfol sound ; 
May the fruits o£ my salvation 

In our iMiarts andliyes abound. 



190 Serenity. 

[L. M.] Tune—" Orford,'' 

1 Reflected on the lake, I love 

To see the stars of evening glow ; 
So tranquil in the heavens above, 
' So restless in the wave below. 

2 Thus heavenly hope is all serene. 

But earthly hope, how bright so e'er, 
Still fluctuates o'er this changing scene, 
As false and fleeUng^ aB^\A« ^^\x. 



II 
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lal Jkaologj. 

[L. M.1 TcsK— » Oli AmfrvdL 

1 From all that dwell below the skies, 
Let the Creator's {vaise arise ; 

Let the Redeemei^ naiiie be song; 
Through eveiy land, by every fcongiie. 

2 Eternal are thy mercies Lord; 
Eternal truths attend thy word ; 

Thy praise shall,soond mm shore to shoiti 
Till suns dull rise, and set no more. 

Dk. Watts. 
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[L. M.] TUKB— << Old Bm3rtd:* 

Be thou, O God, exalted high, ' 
And as thy glory fills the sky, 
So let it be on earth displayed 
Till thou art here as there obeyed. 
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All hail ! the great Immanners name, 182 
A little word in kindness spoken, Portland Tribune, 13 

Along the banks where BabePs current Sarlow. 7 

Arrayed in clouds of golden light, Moore. 47 

Awake, my soul, and with the Sun, Kenn, 65 
As every day thy mercy spares, Ch, Psalmist* 91 

Begin, my soul, the exalted lay, Ogilvie, 8 
Bright was the guiding star that Sp.qfihePsaime, 68 

Blfist are the pure in heart, 61 

Behold the western evening light, Pedbody, 20 

Brightest and best of the sons of the ffeber, 21 

By cool Siloam*s shady rill, Beber. 86 

Before the rosy dawn of day. Anon, 40 

Be thou, God I by night, by day, 96 

Beneath our feet and o*er our head, Heber, 107 

But for the golden light and rainbow hue, 129 

Be thou, God, exalted high, 162 

Climb, beneath whose genial sun. 
Gome, ye disconsolate, where'er yon 
Gome 4k> the sunset tree, 
Child, amidst the flowers at play. 

Ere falls the stealing step of dawn, 

Father of mercies, when the day is 106 

Father, whate'er of earthly bliss, ^eele, 87 

Father ! thy paternal care Bowring, X 

Far from these scenes of night, Steele, 109 
Far from mortal cares retreating, J, Taylor, 29 

Far, far, o'er hill and dell, 67 
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Hemane, 88 
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From Greenland's icy mountains, 
Faintly, as tolls the evening chime, 
Forgive thy foes, 
From all that dwell below the skies, 

Gentlt glides the stream of life. 
Gently Lord, oh, gently lead us, 
God that madest earth and heaven, 
(jod moves in a mysterious way, 
Gqd bless our native land. 
Go when the morning shineth, 
God of the morning. 
Great God, we sing, 

Happt the meek, whose gentle breast, 
Hark ! what mean those holy voices. 
Hark I the vesper hymn is stealing, 
How blest the sacred tie that binds. 
How sweet to be allowed to pray, 
How sweet, how heavenly is the sight, 
How vain is all beneath the skies ! 
How cheering the thought, 
How dear to my heart are the scenes. 
How fine has the day been, how bright 
How precious is the book. 

In sleep's serene oblivion laid. 
If solid happiness we prize, 
I would not live alway, 
I love to steal awhile away, 
I sing the mighty power of God, 

JxsuB, lover of my soul, 

Lauded be thy name for ever. 
Like a dream when one awaketh, 
Lo ! the heavens are breaking, 
Lo ! the blithesome lark is soaiVng, 
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Lord, lead my heart to learn, 
Lonre God with all yoar soul, 
idtb us love one another, 
Lord I dismiss us with thy blessing, 
Let OS with a joyful mind, 

My country I *tis of thee, 
My soul were dark. 
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MiUon, 97 

8.F.amith, 80 
OrotnDtU. 129 



Now condescend, 140 

O, happy is the man who hears, 142 

O, joy to thee, joy to thee, daughter, Mrs. Dana* 41 

O tiiou, whose power o*er moving worlds, Johnson. 59 

O Pilot, *tis a fearful night, Baykyt 87 

O, how brightly, how brightly, 92 

On thy fair bosom, silver lake, Percwai. 5 

0, blest art thou, whose steps may rove, . 11 

Once more to thee, God of love, 122 

Our Father in heaven, 8. J. Bah, 128 

0, thou, whose mercy guides my way, EdmetUm, 148 

Praise the Lord I ye heavens, Dublin OoL 6 

Peace, troubled soul, whose plaintive moan, 181 



Bbvueoted on the lake I love. 
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SiRBB, thou wast mild and lovely. 
Soft, soft music is stealing, Mrs. Dana, 

Softly now the light of day, Bpis. OoL 

Sea how, beneath the moon4>eam*8 smile, Moore, 



So fiides the lovely blooming flower. 
Sleep forsake us ! may the soul. 
Soon may the last glad song arise, 
See the gleams of daylight swhn, 
Softly beam the dews of morning, 
Safely through another week, 
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Sweet is the aeene, when JWra. BuiftiM 08 

Sweet is the lut, the parting nj 106 

Sweet day, so cool^ so calm, so trinity Ser^ert 15 

See the leaves aronnd as faUing, Bbrwu Itl 

Shall school acqoaintance be forgot, " - 'MmtlBL iSS 

Suppliant, lo I thy children bend, Gref, t 

Shepherd of thy little flock, 140 

There is a calm, lit 

There is a pare, a peaceful wave, AmiL. JB 

The bird let loose in eastern skies, Mbort. 14 

There*s nothing bright above, below, Moore, 28 

The sunset is calm on the face of the deep, 82 

Time is winging us away, Bwrbm. 46 

There is an hour of hallowed peace, T^ppam. 48 

Traveller ! dost thou hear the tidings, WoodkuB, 60 

The humblest flower that decks the vale, 68 

The Lord is my shepherd, no want shall .^ 

The gifts indnlgcnt heaven bestows, 10 

There seems a voice in every gale, A. OpU» 18 

The pity of the Lord, WatU. 67 

The mellow eve is gliding, Fbitking HuiiiMte, f^ 

There is a mild and tranquil light, 71 

Thy will be done, 18f 

The day is past tCnd gone, 186 

The rose that blooms in Sharon*s vale, 78 

The spacious Armament on high, AckKmm, 100 

The calm retreat, the silent shade, Qmper. 164 

The Lord my pasture shall prepaid Ackli$on, 108 

Time speods away — away — away, • Knox, 111 

Thou sweet gliding Cedron, by thy silver 74 

The Prince of Salvation in triumph is riding, BmUh. 76 

There is an hour of peaceful rest, W. B. T^xppan. 8f 

There is not in the wide woild a valley Moon* 86 

The scone was more beautiftil Moore. 00 

There is a place of waveless rest, TunML 118 

The sky-lark, when the dews of mom, Bemans. 114 
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To all onr loved circle a greeting, 

Tell me, wanderer, wildly roving. 

The gloom of the night adds *a charm, 

The winter is over and gone. 

Those evening bells — ^those evening bells, 

There is a happy land. 

To thee, God, in grateful praise, 

Yale of the Cross, the Shepherds tell, 



When twilight's gray and pensive hour, 
When ttirough the torn sail, 
When morning's first and hallowed ray. 
When the orb of mom enlightens. 
Watchman ! tell us of the night, 
While nature welcomes in the day, 
iVhen shall we all meet again ? 
^Vhen marshalled on the nightly plain, 
^Vhen the vale of death appears, 
While, with ceaseless course, the sun, 
'^Qe thee I seek, protecting power, 
iVlien I can read my title clear. 
When shall we meet again ? 
We love thy holy temple, Lord, 
What secret "hand, 

Ye tribes of Adam join. 

Ye Christian heralds, go proclaim. 
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